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MY IFSi-ITHF DAUGHTER 



daughter is eight years old. 
Only five people know that my 
husband is not her father. They are 
my husband, my parents, a New 
York doctor and myself. 

I was artificially inseminated in 
New York in 1939. 

I am an Australian by birth, but 
while I was a child I went with my 
parents to live in America. We all 
returned to Australia after the war. 

My husband and I met in Los 
Angeles in 1930, and we were mar- 
ried soon after, going then to New 
York. We both wanted a child, but 
as the years went by and there was 
no sign of a baby, 1 tried to hidemy 
disappointment. Then on our ninth 
anniversary. I (nlkud to my husband 
about it. We decided that 1 should no 
to a gynaecoliiRis: und see if there 
was any physical reason why I had 



t had 



child. 



^he doctor examined ™ thorough- 
ly, putting me through X-Ray and 
labui'al.oi-.Y tests. He s;ii<l Shat I was 
quite hualthy and that I should be 
able to conceive in 'the normal way. 
He suggested, however, that he 
examine my husband. 

Frank was agreeable and visited 
the .t iH,:>- ne:-:t flay. The doctor told 
him quite plainly that lie could never 
become a father. ■ 

It was a shock to us both. I was 
waiting for my husband in the _ re- 
tention room, and, after the examina- 
tion was over, the doctor called me 

""He was kind. He said if we really 
wanted children we should have 
them. There were two courses open 
to us. One was legal adoption. 
"And the other?" my husband 

The doctor looked at us 
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. resent the child when i 
scaufe it was not his. Per 
would be some abnormal 
t because of the mefhot 
waf conceived. The riocto: 
that the child's chance! 
;rr. with any defert wer< 



able. She was a beautifully 
ed baby with dark hair like 
and blue eyes very much like 
husband's. I was happy about 
And when I saw Frank's face 



affidavit relinq'iishir.e nr.y c'.aim on his rescr:t:r.g the child. Front th? 

a resultlnH child, and he is nut told very beKinning he treated her as 

who is to he th? mother or the his own. He was always willing to 

foster-father- look after her when I went out. He 

"Would the child be legitimate?- liked giving her her bottle, and didn't 

I asked mind Retting up to go tu her at night 

The doctor hesitated. when «he cried. 

"Th V e has so far been no court Ko family cuuld nave been happier 

decision on that point." he raid. than ours after our little girl was 

"Eventually I think a test-tube baby born. Mv husband and I never re- 

will declared legitimate. But I ferred to the fact, even to each other, 

should warn you that opinion is that she was not the daughter of us 

divided on the morality cr-esviun. The both. 

churches are against it. If you are Then three years ago. the cold hand 

in douht yourselves. I would suggest of fear was laid on my heart. • 

you adopt a child," I had told my parents about the 

"An adopted child would have no injections before I was even pregnant 

blued tie at all," mv husband said I wanted thorn to knew. They had 

thoughtful ly. "but a test-tube baby more prejudices than wc had. They 

would bo half uuis." argued against it, but when they 

••Exactly." The dortor nodded his saw our nrnds were made up. they 

head "And great care is taken in gave in. Thev have been all that 

choosing donors. We check their Rrandyarents cuild he to my daugh- 

n-.cdical history and family back- ter. 

ground, and wc try to find a donor Just after Baby's fifth birthday 

who is similar to the hushand in mv mother said to me 

appearance and temperament." "Will you tell her when she grows 

"I think we should go home and up that Frank is not her father?" 



We talked about it for several "Oh. no." I said. Then 1 added 

at, trying to look at it from slowly. "I don't know." 

I angle. Then we went to tell Thnt r.icht I told Frank what 

lector we had decided to have Mother had said. I could see he had 

t-tube baby not thought about it. either. He sat 

may take time." the doctor said or. the edge of the bed and Icoked at 

became pregnant in the third me. 

h after I began receiving re- "Would we have to tejl her?'-' he 

■ Injections. asked. 

pn I started to worry. My hua- "1 don't know," I said again. "I 
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don't want to, but perhaps it would 
be fairer. After all, if she were 
adopted, we would tell her." 
"That's true," my husband said. 
I worried about it. If we waited 
until she was sixteen and told her 
then, how would she take it? It 
might horrify her. The knowledge 
might turn heir against me, and she 
would hate me, her mother. 

I decided to ask the advice of the 
gynaecologist who had given me the 
injections. I had not seen him since 
my daughter was born. 

He remembered m.; and greeted me 
warmly. I told him why I was 
troubled. 

"Of course, it entirely depends on 
your husband and youv.^eli"," he said. 
"But I don't think it is necessary to 
tell your daughter thai your husbunti 
is not her real father. She is not 
likely to hear it from anyone else.' 

I was greatly relieved. 

"The only real danger that will 
exist with these children as the num- 
ber of artificial inseminations grow, 
the doctor went on, "is the possi- 
bility of two offspring of the same 
donor marrying. But in the case of 
your daughter, I am sure there is no 
danger at all." - 

It was reassuring. My husband and 
I decided that, unless anything should 
occur to alter our opinion, we should 
let our daughter think she is the 
child of our union. 
Jn only recent months the Mew 



York Supreme Court has ruled that 
all children born after artificial in- 
semination by a donor other than the 
husband are to be considered legiti- 
mate This clears any doubt m our 
minds regarding our daughter's legal 
rights. , 

I am happy to know that in Aus- 
tralia wives of husbands with whom 
they ' have physical incompatibility 
but who are able to father children 
are heinC civer: the opportunity to 
bear children. These babies are also 
V-if invito m-.der Brhi'.h mv. I hope 
that before long wives of sterile hus- 
bands will be given the same oppor- 
tunity. A healthy wife should not 
l„. n.-oventod from child-bearing. U 
is' often difficult to told a childless 
If a married 
couple do not wish to adopt some- 
one else's child, it does seem that a 
test-tube baby, which is the offspring 
of the wife, is the answer to then- 

P Ther I e 1 ' are, of course, many prob- 
lems which have yet to be cleared up 
concerning artificial insemination. 

More than 200 babies have been 
■f ; ..ili.:i-etl in this fashion in Britain up 
to the present time, and the total m 
America amounts to 20,000. 

If my daughter should marry and 
find herself faced with a similar 
decision, I hope she will make the 
same one as 1 did. It has meant much 
happiness to my husband and my- 
self. 




TELL-TALE 




ANTHONY STRONG. 



Ti.fR. CECIL EDWARD LAMBERT, 
IVJ - citizen of London, is in trouble: 
you see. during a sentimental moment 
while on service in India, he had 
engraved on his nrm the picture of a 
" " This 



thar 

shot fired, he 
counter a far 



i juri;:m?nt. but com- 
whan. with the last 
etunied home to en- 
lore personal war— he 
arHed the girl, but in 
doing so had departed from the prin- 
ciple of monogamy. 

And what wife, we submit, would 
enthuse about being confronted with 
evidence of her spouse's fall from 
grace each time he removed his coat? 

The upshot of the affair was that 
the original Mrs. Lambert hailed 
Cecil to court, alleging that he had 
assaulted her; and the magistrate with 
Sol onion e.fque wisdom adjourned the 
case for a month in order that Lam- 
bert might have the picture obliter- 

Lambert's predicament proves once 
again that tattooing, like marriage, 
can be an event undertaken in haste 
and repented at leisure — a philosophy 
confirmed by a tattoo artist in an 



Australian capital city, who asserts 
that in these piping days of peace 
most of his income has its souroe in 
the subject's anxiety to remove traces 
of an earlier indiscretion. 

"I've got a pretty good memory for 
faces," he says, "and many's the 
fresh -faced boy I've had come in to 
have, say, 'Joan' tattooed on his arm, 
and who, a few years later, has come 
in again to have it removed. What 
can I do? I can't remove the name- 
but I can obliterate it with a garland 
of rosebuds, and if it makes it any 
better, I can tatoo the new lady's 
name beneath the rosebuds. 

"Another job of repair work I'm 
asked to do is to put a New Look — 
and a more respectable one — on the 
picture of a nude. Mostly, I give the 
nude a full set of clothes, but now 
and then a man is satisfied if I only 
put on a pair of scanties. 

"Sailors, of course, are my best 

to trust a sailor whose arm looks 
like a Flower Festival, because the 
^hances are that the flora is hiding 
the names of maybe half a dozen pre- 
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tattoo artist, in spite of his 
never attempts to persuade 
mot to have his anna engraved, 
pointing out fairly enough that such 
an action would be bad for business; 
nor doe* he influence customers in 
their choice of design. You may 
choose from about 100 designs, ranging 
from a ship in full sail to the simple 
entwined heart bearing the inscrip- 
tion "Mother". 

"Most of the customers who ask 
for the 'Mother' design are kids of 
about 18. Later, if they keep on be- 
ing customers, they ask for pictures 
that would make Mother- blush. That, 
I suppose, is Life in miniature. You 
get to know a lot about people in my 
business— evolution, and things like 
that." 

The "Mother" design cost 10/-, but if 
you want a sailing ship that will move 
When you wriggle your tummy, you'll 
leave the shop £5 lighter than you 
entered it. The first will occupy only 
five minutes of the tattoo artist's time, 
but set two hours aside for the ship. 
The tattooist works quickly and ap- 
parently roughly, but apart from an 
early flinch or two, the subject sub- 
mits to the operation quietly. 

One of the peculiarities of most de- 
signs is that they belong to the last 
century. 

"That is because tattooing is dying 
out. Take me, now— I'm getting on 
for 60, and I got most of the designs 
from the man I worked for. I've added 
a few of my own, but not for years. 
That's why most of my women have 
kiss curls or short bobs. But nobody 
seems to care," says the tattoo man. 

Like a true artist, however, he keeps 
abreast with modem trends in his 
craft. He'd like, for instance, to 
switch to electric needles, and pulled 
out a magazine article showing de- 
tails of the newest and best electric 
tattoo machine. 
Wistfully, he said: 
"There, look— it takes eight needles 
at once, and punctures the skin one 
thirty-second of an inch and makes 
24,000 punctures a minute. It's not 
just used for ordinary tattooing, 
either— the man who built it is some- 
times called in to finish off a plastic 
surgery job, like putting nipples on 
the breast of a man hurt in an acci- 
dent or during the war." 



The tattooist has a sense of humor, 
one of his designs, especially created 
for men of thu sea, has twin propel- 
lers, underneath being inscribed the 
admonition, 'Keep Clear'. This, he 
" says was not his own idea— he no- 
ticed it on the chest of an American 
sailor who Came to him during the 
war years for additional artwork. It 
is row a .-ted; d^smn in his repertoire. 

Did he find the art of tattooing a 
monotonous job? 

"Why should I? I may be putting 
the same old pictures on people— but 
the people ar<J all dilV-.^i ent. I've even 
had women come in and ask me to 
give them entwined hearts on their 
arms with initials underneath. You 
think wom=n are iho constant species? 
One day, a woman came here with 
her boy-friend and they had siinihi!- 
designs tattoo'd on their arms. Within 
n month, she came back by herself to 
have the initials covered with rose- 
buds -and within another month, she 
was back with a new' fellow, asking 
for new initials. Of course, I did 
them. That's my business. 

"But, remember, every reputable 
tattoo artist must be his own censor. 
If a kid comes in to have a sailing 
ship tattoo'd on his arm, or even on 
bis hack, that.'.s okay by me, and 1 
won't try to talk him out of it. But 
sometimes a fella or a girl— or both- 
come in to ask me to engrave some- 
thing that is outright obscene. 

"What makes them ask? I couldnt 
tell you. except maybe that's the way 
their minds work. You'd be shocked 
if I told you what some people have 
asked me for— and be just as shocked 
if I told you what I've said to them. 

"Sometimes, when a fella has had a 
drink or two too many, I tell him 
I'm busy, and to come back tomorrow. 
Most of them never do. I remember 
once a young man came in and asked 
me to tattoo the picture of his favour- 
ite film star on his arm. I did. He 
was back a month or two later to ask 
me tO' take it off— the film star had 
married someone else. I suppose he 
thought she'd been unfaithful to him. 
I refused even to put a bunch of 
roses over the name— so that he'd 
think twice before he got himself 
engaged to another film star. That's 
one of the peculiarities of some of 
my customers, getting the names of 
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"tF I were a man given to phrases, instead of the other way 
*• round, I'd call this a soul test. Now that I've thought about it, 
I will call it s soul test I Bob 'Prlr/cr's Ink) Hope consented 
to write about Crosby as Hope sees him, a? Hope knows him. as 
Hope carries him through one -Road" picture after mother. I'm 
SoitiR back to the beginning I and old Tottered Tonsils were 
together six years before the first Road picture at the Capitol 
Theatre in New York. He was an up-and-coming chirp on the 
:ar.ary circuit I of course was already famous, rr.y wit the talk 
af Brradwav. I photcp.^pherl the billing durins that season. 
'Bing Crosby and Bob Hope," it said, ''just as it dees to this very 

—From Photoplay, the world's best motion picture magazine 
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"The police have you taped now. 
They've got details of you from head 
to toe, including the fact that you've 
got a monkey wrench engraved on 

^"After you've served your stretch, 
you go back to the old business of 
*r.n>i,ro;:Kinri u^til things get too hot, 
and you've got to go into smoke. 
Yoii''-p h"ikfi. and veuve got to take 
a job. Where? In an engineer's shop, 

0l "And S that's where the police will 
come looking for you. Yes . . . the 
police lova us tattoo artists." 

He mentioned, also, how important 
a part tattooing played in a sensa- 
tional crime a few vcars back, when 
tho'vi^liT of "i muni 1 
by a design on his arm-the only part 
of the body to be found. Then he 
asked if I had ever heard of a French- 
man named Dupret— a gentleman, it 
seamed, who was much xive-n to mur- 
der and other criminal aclrs'ivu--. When 
he was finally brought to justice, 
Dupret proved that he had a keen 
sense of humour, for when he was un- 
dressed, the gendarmes found around 
bis neck a tattoo'd line, and the simple 



though prophetic words: "To sever the 
head, cut along this line." Such grim 
hutnor is rare in the experience of 
the oldest tattooists. 

My tattooist friend had obviously 
made a deep study of his craft. He 
knew it all, but the knowledge made 
him sad, for he realised that his art 
was of a 'bygone year. Years ago, he 
said, !hcre was a tattoo artist on prac- 
tically every quayside coiner. Now, 
if you sought to have a bit of senti- 
ment engraved on your arm, you had 
to search the city. 

It was on that note that I left him. 
Except that as I reached the door, he 

Ea "Don't forget that if you're think- 
ing of committing a crime, mister, 
you'll be wise to stay away from my 
needles." 

It was a good tip. Then, to prove 
the truth of the saying about doctors 
not taking their own medicines, he 
pulled up his sleeve. 

His arm was covered from biceps to 
wrist with tattoo marks. As he said, 
even a tattooist has to start practising 
his art somewhere . . . 




CAVALCADE, September. 1948 11 



BAB MOMENTS WITH BEARS 



It's quiet in the woods — and then this big grizzly comes along. 



len I first s 



r the 



r Ms 



t mya 



My first shout was a very poor effort; 
a sort of combined grunt, gasp and 
groan. However, it had the desired 
effect. The bear stopped in his tracks 
and his surprise was just as great as 
mine. For a minute we took each 
other in, neither of us making a move. 
The bear had curiosity stamped all 
over his face. After gazing at me 
another minute or two he cut at right 



John Fandrick was the fire-ranger 
that summer, and he and I were fight- 
ing a fire on the Simmonette. After 
three days of living on deer meat and 
no rain in sight, we decided to go 
back for the horses— we'd come the 
last lip with pack dogs—and bring in 

The next morning we struck back 
for the Simmonette. The trail was 
hard on horses, and John went ahead 
to see if he could find easier going. 
That night he came back to camp 
about a half-hour after dark, and 
for a long while he was quiet. Then, 

"Did you ever have a feeling that 
yr,u were being followed?" 

That was an odd question to come 
from him, and I asked what brought 
it up. 

"Well," he .said, "I had that feeling 
all the way back, but I never saw a 

thing." 
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dropped to the ground, loped a few 
yards in our direction, and stood up 
to inspect us again. I had the rifle 
and it seemed as though it was up to 
me to hold the fort— a position over 
which I could work up very little 

I owned another .32 Special with 
which I could bust a 50 -cent piece at 
50 yards. The bear, less than SO 
yards away and standing straight up, 
presented one of the most perfect 
shots I've ever seen, and if I'd had 
my other gun the fireworks would 
have been over in short order. I 
didn't have it. Wishful thinking was 
not going to get us anywhere. I 
levered a shell into the chamber, and 
was just raising the gun when she 
stopped for that second look. 
Curiosity was written all over her 
face, and luckily there wasn't a single 
move, or anything else on the part 
of our outfit, to excite her. Seem- 
ingly satisfied that we meant no harm, 
she dropped to the ground, turned at 
right angles to the trail and loped 
away with her cubs. 

I've never had any proof that a 
grizzly can he killed with a ,22 rifle, 
but once I thought I myself would 
have to prove whether or not it could 
he done. Ales and I, and our dog. 
Sport, had left No. 3 cabin and were 
an our way to Wo. 5. One of my 
boots was pinching, and I wanted to 
ease it up a bit. so stopped to look 
for a place to sit down. Sport, who 
was getting a- little deaf and didn't 
hear us stop, continued down the 
trail. I heard him barking, but 
figured he had found a deer or moose, 
so without even looking up I shouted 
at him. Just as I was about to sit 
down on a convenient windfall Alex 
gasped, "Bert! It's a grizzly!" The 
voiie was charged with excitement. 

She was, I shiver to say, 100 per 
cent right. The trail sloped at this 
point. Maybe a hundred and fifty 
feet down Sport stood with his feet 
bra"ed, ha riling at a grizzly. The 
grizzly had his own ideas about dogs 
and was heading for Sport. 

There is quite a loop in the trail 
right there and, though Sport fol- 
lowed the trail, the grizzly cut across. 
So doing, he came almost in a bee- 
line towards us, but kept his atten- 
tion riveted on the dog. I was yell- 



ing at the top of my lungs, but if the 
bear heard me he gave no evidence of 
it. I hoped, by this time, that Alex 
knew some prayers and was saying 
them; my armament consisted of one 
.22 rifle loaded with super-speed bul- 
lets. A man in a situation like that 
will do some thinking, and I thought 
that I'd wait for the grizzly to come 
within five or six feet, throw my hat 
in his face, and pray -that he'd stand 
on his hind legs with his mouth open. 
Then I'd try to shoot him in the back 
of the throat. 

Obviously the bear intended to 
catch the dog, and his present pur- 
pose was to head it off. He accom- 
plished that little feat by bursting 
out on the trail vjithin five yards of 
us. There he sat, Alex and I on the 
one side of him and Sport on the 
other. There is no way of telling 
what an animal will do. That bear 
had every reason to consider him- 
self in a corner, from which he would 
have to fight his way. Instead he just 
sat, looking from : the dog to us. All 
the time I was telling him what I 
thought— none of which was com- 
plimentary— in a loud voice. Sud- 
denly he folded his hind paws under 
his chin and dusted out of there so 
fast the dirt flew. Why? I don't 
know. 

Alex was trying to talk but, though 
her mouth was working, no sound 
was coming out. I had to laugh, 
whereupon Alex got mad and told mc 
a few things about idiots who laughed 
a few seconds after death stared them 
in the face. I suppose the real moral 
of this story is never to laugh at your 
wife after she's been frightened by a 
griply. 

I've been scared clear off a trip- 
line by nothing more than tracks. A 
bunch of wolves had been making a 
lot of kills in the country between 
the Simmonette cabin and Evening 
Creek, I think the hears were hang- 
ing around there to clean up what 
the wolves left, and there were plenty 
of bears. This was a very bad outlook 
indeed for us. 

I didn't like the looks of things the 
first time I went down that way; one 
grizzly is bad enough, hut when you 
go messin? around with a dozen or so 
you've really got something. ■ I set my 
traps anyway, and on the second trip 
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over the line stayed, as usual, at the 
vening Creek cabin. The dogs fussed 
11 night, and two "or three times 
hen I went out I could hear some 
eavy animal moving in the brush, 
thought it was a moose, but couldn t 
figure why a moose should stick 
around when the dogs were raising 

^My second trip into Evening Creek 
I discovered where a monstrous 
grizzly— he had the biggest tracks I 
ever saw— had followed me practically 
all the way when I was in there be- 
'ore. Suddenly it dawned on me 
at it was this huge grizzly, and not 
a moose, that had been hanging 
-round the cabin all night. 
I don't know why a grizzly follows 
man but think that, nine times out 
" ten, they're simply curious. 
Louie Melland's cabin was on the 
Tony River. Being on the river 
-ts it was necessary to haul tire- 
-ood a mile or so. Louie used a 
--m to snake wood out on to the flats 
-n loaded it on to a wagon and 
-uled it home. One day, when he 
as snaking wood out of the brush, 
■ horses started acting up. Happen- 
to glance back down his skid 
ail, Louie was surprised to see a 
ig grizzly ambling casually towards 

Louie was a trifle nervous in that 
kind of company, so kept glancing at 
the bear. The bear kept glancing 
back. He followed L<juie to the 
wagon and watched him load. The 



next day the same thing happened; as 
soon as Louie started snaking a load 
of wood down the skid trail the bear 
dropped in behind and became a 
very interested spectators of every- 
thing Louie was sort of interested 
himself that second day, and spoke to 
the hi:i\:- in a coiiverssaUiJiial tone. 
The bear cocked his head to one side, 
™cllv liko a big dag trying to figure 
out what his master wanted to get 

a °Louie had a real scare later on. 
Close to Jackfish Lake the old 
Grande Prairie trail followed a ridge. 
Accompanied by three dogs, who 
were snuffling the brush at the edge 
of the trail, Louie was strolling un- 
concernedly along. Suddenly a dog 
went by on each side of him, and a 
sp]i( second later the third one went 
between his legs. That dog carried 
a pack, and Louie went over back- 
wards. Just about the time he land- 
ed on the ground a monstrous grizzly 
jumped straight over him. 

Louie says the next thing he re- 
members clearly was running like 
fury for the cabin. The only solution 
he could dope out was that the 
bear had fallen into one of those 
absent-minded lopes which seem so 
characterisKe of bears. Coming out 
of the dense spruce which lined the 
road, the bear was practically on top 
of Louie and the dogs -before any of 
them realised it. Instead of turning 
to run, the bear just kept going and 
had to jump over Louie. 
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Girls in their leens were the great 
courtesans and wonders of history. 




DAMON MILLS 



•-pHE man who ruled the world was 
accustomed to receiving gifts, 
and* sat in a rather bored and dis- 
interested v:ay while these syco- 
phantic gestures icit paraded before 
him daily. 

The Caesar of Rome expected gifts: 
and when Apoliodorus brought in a 
big bale of rich, b and -wu von Syrian 
rugs, the great ruler and soldier had 
no reason to be particularly in- 

Apollodorus unwrapped the rugs — 
and from them stepped the nearly 
naked figure of a glorious young 
woman, firm -fleshed, with flashing 
eyes, beautiful, desirable, and en- 
tirely at the disposal of the Roman 

His interest in her lemi ninity w.ns 
in no way decreased when he learned 
that this was no slave -girl given by 
some foreign prince: this was a 
Queen, giving herself by her own 
Royal will, and Caesar aeeepied ihe 



gift. She was "the fairest and wittiest 
girl of all the earth." In very short 
time Caesar was her slave. 

Cleopatra did have herself wrapped 
in rugs and delivered in her most 
attractive moment to Caesar's pre- 
sence because she wanted either a 
lover or an adventure. 

She was left as joint-heir to the 
throne of Egypt when she was seven- 
teen, but she was robbed of her 
share in the rich inheritance. She 
needed a very strong backing if she 
was ever to be queen— and she had 
every intention of reaching the 
throne. 

Her surrender to Caesar was the 
first step; for with the ruler of the 
world as her lover she was in a 
fairly strong position. The end of the 
story is in sight — she was in turn 
Caesar's lover and her brother's mur- 
derer, and the mother of Caesar's 
son; she became Queen of Egypt, 
mother of three sons of Marc An- 
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Highbrows are people who have been educated beyond their intelligence. 

Slogan of the modern miss: If at first you don't succeed, try a little ardor. 

This is the final test of a gentleman: his respect for those who can be of no 
possible service to him. 

Some men have thousands of reasons why they cannot do something when 
all they need is one reason why they can. 

My husband and I arc closor together than we've been for years. He's 
gained ten pounds and I've lost ten. 

A lady is a woman who makes it easy for a man to be a gentleman. 

When a man is on his knees proposing to a girl, he might as well say his 
prayers at the same time. 

Mother Nature is quite a gal, but she can't go from winter to summer with- 
out a spring, or from summer to winter without a fall. 

The way most fishermen catch fish is by the tale. 

Try praising your wife, even if it frightens her at first. 

In some states it is a crime for a wife to ransack her husband's pockets. In 
my state it is merely a waste of time. 

Optimist: One who says, "Please pass the cream." Pessimist: One who 
says, "Is there any milk left?" 

An economist plans what to do with money that isn't his. 

At least the person with the one-. track mind usually knows where she's 

Smile: The whisper of a laugh. 

A widow is a woman who no longer finds fault with her husband. 



, On the seashore anyone can smile, says 
Barbara Bates. lovely Warner Bros, player 
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The POUND NOTE 

OF DOOM 



Four surveyors paced out the 
level patch of bushland. 

From a distant, isolated farm- 
house, settlers in the lonely Jin- 
dera area watched them. 

The surveyors didn't seem to 
notice they were being watched. 
While they worked they were 
watching themselves— taking hi 
everything they could see, then- 
keen eyes ever roving, peering 
from under then' wide hat brims. 

In the lonely and isolated Jin- 
dera district, far from Sydney, Jar 
from younger Melbourne, too, it 
was strange to see settlers, or sur- 
veyors. Occasional gold fossiclters, 
policemen, bushrangers— most wild 
t'aniinals. 

When night fell the four sur- 
veyors made camp. They never 
saw daylight. They never even saw 
who shot them. One of them lay 
on his back, sightless eyes staring 
at the treetops. On his chest was 
pinned a one-pound note . . . 

The surveyors were special 
police, volunteers who answered 
Sir Henry Parkes's appeal for men 
to end the menace in the south. 
The menace of bushrangers. "The 
bushrangers have friends every- 
where, be careful," he warned. 
The surveyors were not careful 



enougn. 

Nor were the bushrangers, lom 
and Johnnie Clarke and their 
gang found out the truth about 
the surveyors, killed them as they 
had killed others, to intimidate 
Searching police. But intimidation 
has its limits. The defiant one- 
pound note on the dead man's chest 



started a cry that no fear would 

h It was constable Walsh, assisted 
by blacktracker Watkins, who got 
the hot trail. He had a band of 
volunteers with him, and followed 
the path of dangerous duty. It led 
him to a clearing on a mountain 
top In the middle of the clearing 
was a hut. Near it were horses. 
Smoke came from a lighted fire. 

Bullets came from the hut in 
the late afternoon light. Walsh 
and his party went to ground and 
returned the fire. They were face 
to face with the dangerous out- 
laws, and darkness fell. 

This was due to be a long and 
gory battle. Walsh was badly 
wounded. Black tracker Watkins . 
■was seriously hit. Back and forth 
the bullets clipped all night. Police 
fear was that they wouldn't have 
enough ammunition to end the 

S1 ]3ut in the dawn the gun-duel 
folded quickly. The hut door 
opened. The police fired, and miss- 
ed Tom Clarke came out with 
his hands up. He was surrender- 
ing; so was his brother -partner. 

The police took them in; they 
made no defence, they took their 
hanging at Darlinghurst gaol in 
June 1RST stolidly enough. 

Nobody ever knew why they did' 
it. After two years of robbery and 
bloodshed they gave up without a 
struggle— and wh™ they walked 
out of the hut they left behind 
them enough arms and ammuni- 
tion to defend themselves for 
weeks! 




ABOUT ILLPESS 

ought to know about the weak link in somebody's family. 



T-*HERE'S a colourful and well- 
known story about a maniac 
who was chained up, but such was 
the strength of his madness that lie 
snapped the chains Hint held him. The 
people who had chained liim up were 
so frightened of him that they drove 
him out into the bush, and he lived 
in caves in the hills. 

It is a New Testament story, and 
it serves to show: (a) How long in- 
sanity has been one of the curses 
of the human race; (b) how people 
1 who thought they were sane have 
misunderstood it and have, as a 
result, been frightened of it; and (c) 
hnw little pr05re.sK we have made in 
rears in this direction. 

After all, what is the difference be- 
tween driving madman out into the 
bush to live in a cave, and driving 
him into a cell lo live in oil asylum": 

Only in the past few years have 
the first steps in proper treatment 
of insanity been taken. In the mean- ■ 
time, people wonder whether they 
themselves are likely to suffer any 



breakdown of the mind, or whether 
any of their family may do so. 

They don't quite know the differ- 
ence between "normal" behaviour, a 
temporary aberration, and permanent 
madness. They don't know what 
kinds of insanity can be cured and 
what kinds cannot. Nor do they 
realise, very often, that the question 
of insanity closely affects the fate 
of their properly, since the Lunacy 
Laws come into force In holding or 
disposing of a madman's possessions, 
under the administration of the Mas- 
ter in Lunacy. 

Some curious complications are pos- 
sible where a man is judged insane, 
and is later found to be curable; 
complications both in relation to his 
property, his domestic relationships, 
and his own life. 

It is for these reasons that almost 
everybody will welcome some en- 
lightenment on the position, and it is 
for this reason that some of the most 
important questions are answered 
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It is perhaps as well to stress from 
e start that mental illness is no 
ew thing— only the classification of 
ental illnesses, and an attempt to 
understand their cause and cure, are 

A lot of rubbish has been written 
j»d spoken about the stress of he 
times, the speed-up of civilisation, the 
increase of worries and high-pressure 
in business, and its effect upon the 
human constitution. 

It would be very interesting to com- 
pare the stress and strain of these 
days with the stress and strain 01 
former times: Reflect, for instance, 
on the position of some of the early 
tribes of Britain, where men lived 
from day lo day in expectation of a 
violent 'attack by a neighbouring 
tribe the burning »f Ihese houses 
and the violation of their wives and 
daUL-hlei-s-a period when a man. trad 
to live sleeping and waiting, in ex- 
nectation of attack and prepared to 
defend himself and his property 

aS Was that kind of stress and strain 
any harder on the constitution, or 
anv easier " on the constitution, than 
the ringing of telephone bells and 
the chasing of taxis? 

Take the pioneers of any gre.it 
country, who went west in covered 
wagons, built their homes from virgin 
timber while they lived _ in all 
weathers, and then lived in daily 
expectation of attacks from savage 
natives, only a couple of centuries 

af Was that kind of stress and strain 
any worse ihnn the rounds oi names 
; ,od dances J'.nri 'Vi nium; winch, un- 
der the name of enjoyment, adds to 
the toll on our strength today? . 

There is a very fruitful field for 
argument there-an argument that 
can't take place in these pages, be- 
cause it would lead too far off the 
track. In considering that question, 
one must remember that the basic 
changes in all living conditions have 
reflected in changed men. For in- 
stance, if all the muscles shared by 
ill the men in the community today 
were Placed in a heap, they wouldn't 
be nearly as big a heap as the 
muscles of the last generation men 
would make. That is quite natural 
because machinery has replaced 



muscles to a large extent. Ob the 
other hand, machinery has culled toi 
technical training, and we have more 
brains than muscles. 

There vm'l any argument that the 
human mind cannot stand up to 

1. 1 1 . 1 1 ai .... It was Ruskm 

[wasn't it?' who remarked that the 

than^ne-tcnlh nl" his mental powers? 
ll has been demonstrated over and 
over again that this is true, that the 
mind is capable of working at far 
greater pressure and over a far wider 
Viinse lhan most people believe. And 
no ill effects are suffered-if it is a 
healthy niinrl. j„,t as nil ill effects fol- 
,„,,- physic! exc. lion. 3 H is a healthy 

body. 

But iust as physical exert 11111 ma;, 
fatal to a weak or unhealthy 
body, so omouoiial disturbance or 
overwork may be disastrous to a 

'"With 'lh"''i' thmielits in mind, then, 
can take up the commonest 

.,.'.", .. ■'' ],;,■!, people ask about 

'■'"'."l nl,, .-'.*« '-.-id slower them. The 
answers only cover ground o£ which 
psychiatrical science is sure; and 
ih,:. v -aioald enable people who ha.e 
.,,, v worries about inonial illness to 
'f., nll s , " mH conception uf the position 
■is we understand it today. 

1 Hvsteria it a modem nervous 
disorder' due lo the speed of modern 

FALSE. Hysteria is one of the 
oklosl known forms of ni.mtal ilme:^ 
An r.iv:.:! ;. :H.v ml" ■■ ] ™-'" ] 
who is unable to solve a certain prob- 
lem or realise some desire may react 
with manifestations of hysteria. 

2. Mentally ill patients are often 
malicious intentionally. _ 

].'.\i.?;E. It is no more right to 
[.-ensure a person for his abnormal 
hehnvlour when he is meiV.all.y ill 
Linn to condemn him For bavin:; flit 
..vmploms of heart trouble or cancer. 
The perverse and unreasonable 
actions of the mentally ill are never 
committed with conscious, malicious 

m 3. Shock treatment Is used in all 
cases of mental illness. 

FALSE. Just as there are many 
forms of mental illness, so are there 
, M1 -v treatments, none of which are 
applicable' to all cases. Shock treat- 
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ADVICE ON THE WRONG LINES. 



Don't be down-hearted, don't be deputed, 
Forget the things that worry you end laugh with Ihe rest: 
We know about taxation and the things you have to say- 
Well, say them if you have to and clear your frown away. 
We know domestic troubles como to you as well as us, 
But please be philosophical and don't male such a fun! 
We know the world's a rotten mess and ell the rest of that, 
But cheer up, little brother, pleasel We hate to see you flat! 
What! You are not worried by these things? Then why 



^nd little brother 



adly s 



<ssed by c 



ment. which is very beneficial to 
certain types of patients, is useless 
or even harmful to others. 

i. It Is easy to detect suicidal ten- 
dencies in a mentally ill patient. 

FALSE. It is almost impossible for 
an untrained person to detect suicidal 
tendencies in certain cases. Some of 
these individuals talk about com- 
mitting suicide; others never mention 
it. Some attempt suicide while deep- 
ly depressed and others when they 
appear to be cheerful and happy. 

5. Admission to a mental hospital 
should be avoided because "it drives 
people crazier to be around other 
crazy people." 

FALSE. The association of men- 
tally ill patients with one another 
has no bad effects. It must be re- 
membered that it is not a situation 
where a normal person is trying to 
adjust to abnormal ones. Most men- 
tally ill patients pay little attention 
to the hehaviour of those about them. 
Also it is restful and soothing to no 
longer be subject to the constant 
emotional strain of trying to un- 
successfully "act normal." 

S. Insanity is incurable. 
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FALSE. The belief that "some- 
thing can be done about regular 
sickness but insanity is incurable" "is 
still far too prevalent. Many indi- 
viduals who have been mentally ill 
have been fully and permanently re- 
stored to usefulness in their com- 
munities. The notion that the re- 
currence of any mental disorder is 
inevitable is entirely erroneous. 

7. There is no hope of recovery 
for women who become mentally ill 
during the change of life (meno- 



ie). 



FALSE. About 40 per cent, of these 
'cases recover with adequate care. 

8. Mentally ill patients never real- 
ise that they arc not behaving nor- 

FALSE. Some patients have insight 
and some do not, depending upon the 
type of mental illness from which 
they are suffering. Those who do 
have insight realise that their delu- 
sions are within their own minds 
even though they are unable to 
remedy their behaviour. 

9. One should sympathise with 
mentally Hi patients. 

FALSE. -Unwise sympathising 



merely encourages a patient in his 
delusions. Kindness and understand- 
ing should not be confused with mor- 
bid expressions of sympathy. 

10. The best tiling to do when a 
"nervous breakdown" threatens is lo 
go away for a change of scene. 

FALSE. Because a total change 
helps some people does not mean that 
it is advisable in every case. Strange- 
ness and loneliness may plunge a 
depressed person into deeper gloom. 
When a nervous breakdown seems 
imminent, consult a physician instead 
of heeding the well-meant but ill- 
advised suggestions of friends and 
relatives. 

11. Syphilis Is one cause of in- 
sanity. 

TRUE. Syphilis often results in 
paresis or tabes dorsalis, incurable 
forms of insanity due to lesions of 
the central nervous system. 

12. Mental ilness is hereditary. 
TRUE. However, many phycholo- 



gists believe that one's environment 
has more bearing on mental and 
fiuoiioisfi! development than does 
Some ne^LHnih'aes arc 
weaker than others and because 
there is a mental patient in the 
family does not mean that all the 
c-lhcr members of the family are 
doomed to eventual insanity. 

13 A person who has returned 
home from a mental hospital should 
be pampered and shielded. 

F<\LSK. Just as a convalescent. 
L - h m who has been spoiled duniiy 
illiv-'-s must be retrained, so should 
one deal wiui the convalescing men- 
tal patient. He should live as normal 
a life as possible, helne-d by uncet- 
^•a-Adhvj. Slid const 1 relive syinpo'li.; 
to fate his problems instead of run- 
ning away from them. 

There is one note v.'f.a'bi oddity, 

it is that menial do van- lenient, like 
phvsieal illness, is ii sickness, to be 
rliamiuKLHl and Ireaied. not to Dt. 
veiled in shame and fear. 




I LIVED WITH THE 



■temm: 



PALESTINE JEWS 



tmming from the fact thai lor cen- 
turies they had been a people without 
it common homeland. 

It was Miriam who asked me if I'd 
Jike to spend more of my next leave 
at a Jewish colony in the Negeb Val- 
ley, that forlorn and hopeless stretch 
ot Palestinian desert, into which the 
jews have introduced the phenomenon 
of greenness. 
Communism has become a greatly 
iisused and abused word within the 
decades, but in that colony 
found its idealistic and true mean- 
ing: the doctrine of having property 
.. There, all worked in 
:eeping with their ability and all 
shared the reward of their toil. There, 
.irdy youths ploughing th? 
grounds and p Ian tin wl 
tending scrawny cattle; 

in a bakery that 
model of cleanliness; and I 
of brown -hnditd kids, 
tumbling happily in tl 




Miriam Invited m« 



t FIKST met Miriam when, as a me 
A her of the Palestine Auxiliary S 
vice, she and her ambulance br 
some of our men in the W. 
a hospital 



een the J. 

a a Stretc 
asked if a 



than anything else, 
much ho:e existed b 

I was" supposed ti 
case, but when-Miri; 
one would like to sit in the driver's 
sent with her— well, she was young and 
slim and pretty. 

Our talk was general as we drove 
towards Busilly. but I was eara&tly 
trying 10 br.ng the conversation to a 
more personal plane. Then, at the 
roadside, we saw an Arab praying. 
Immediate] v. Miriam digged from a 
pretty, well-educated girl to e sym- 
bol: o symbol of a war which was 
always inevitable. She ceased talk- 
ing leaned out of the ambulance and 
spot at the Arab in an altogether un- 
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the art ol hating, her ... l,. 
comprehensible. A bit embarrassed, 
1 waited until we had run another 
mile, and said: 

"You don't like Arabs?" 

She replied: "I'd gladly die if I 
could take two Arabs to hell with 

It should have sounded melodrama- 
tic, but it didn't Her hatted was too 
intense for me to possibly believe that 
her words were idly spoken. 

That was Miriam. More, that was 
all the Jews to whom I afterwards 
spoke. Later, through Miriam, I waa 
to enjoy Jewish hospitality a Rood 
cC. that their hatred 



lure?" I asked the 
ilingly. 
» a farming pro'olen 
,-ith our kr.c.vlec.,"- 



i best for Pales 



vta° fij^t"* 'he * rnbf / 
earlier. I had met a 



come out to Palestine to join the 
police force, and he had bemoaned 
the fact that while it was a ridicu- 
lously simple job to enter an Arab 
vilhtye in search for arms, it was next- 
door to impossible to carry out an 
arms search in a Jewish settlement. 
In fact, he said, a warrant signed per- 
sonally by the Commissioner was 
necessary for that purpose. 

Why? The policeman shrugged. 
Tlae answer, I infered, was political. 
Yet the non-commissioned officers in 
the Palestine Police knew that in a 
jr.i-il where arms yon. 1 easily acquired, 
the Jews were assembling vast sup- 
plies. 

As I stood in ths settlement with 
those young Jews. I wondered how 
many rifles and how much ammuni- 
tion was secreted beneath the floors 
of the huts: and I wondered, too, how 
long it would be fcici'orc they would 
he put into use 

Earlier, too, I had talked with an 
An,b l.jy who. at \Z vcars of age, had 
undertaken the r^ possibilities of 
running a farm. His father, he told 
me. was -45— "too old for farm work." 
C a s sim was a Rood farmer, and ad- 
miited that much of his knowledge 
had hep-, gained from the Jews. Yet 
it was a safe bet that beneath the 
floors of his house, too. there was at 
ig 'ITie Da> 



infei 



iplea 



the 



W. 



ddle Eiist knew that The Di 

own among the others 
waiting. Tonight, shi 
■uld be a concert, for thi 



Id 



3W, there tve 
ith the film: 



ild be 
projet 



lUt- 



The reason for this. Miriam told me, 
was to inculcate :r.to the rhiliK-n the 
thought that they belonged to the 
community rather than to a private 
family. 

•'Then," I asked, "Lf they feel like 
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fish in 



the 



GOING 
water's cold, cut your bail 
into small pieces: il it's warm 
larger chunk--; will do accord- 
ing to Canadian Fisheries ex- 
perts. Tests conducted on their 
Rc-search station on captive 
codfish in hulks supplied with 
running salt, water show thai 
the size of pieces o£ food eaten 
by the fish varied with the 
water temperature. In gen- 
eral, the warmer the water, 
the larger the pieces of food 
gulped down. The fish did 
not eat at all when the water 
became very cold, nor did 
they eat when it rose above 
65 degrees. 



not the first man who's spent a week 
here on my invitation." 

It was an intriguing remark. Miriam 
and I did not go to the picture show 
that night. 

I learnt a good deal during the week 
I spent at the village. It was obvious 
—at least to me— that the villa.™-.:::; had 
been formed not merely to till the soil, 
but as a means of bringing together 
the Jews in a series of groups, so 
(hat when the time came for action, 
the young men eould more easily be 
trained and called up for warfare. 
That, however, was for the future; the 
establishment of the communal vil- 
lages for the time being was concern- 
ed with giving a home to the displaced 
people o£ Europe. 

There were, I understood, about 
4(1 000 Jews living in similar colonies 
throughout Palestine, a total that re- 
presented <■':'!■ of the Jewish popula- 
tion of the country. It all began in 
1908, when a few Russian intellec- 
tuals st art ft! a collective colony near 
the 'Sea of Galilee; in 10 year:;, only 
six more villages had been added, bu1 
iv'ith the coming into power of Adolph 
Hitler, the villages increased in num- 
ber until in 1942 or thereabouts, no 
less than 140 "communes" were scat- 
tered throughout Palestine. 

No one, I noticed, loafed in the vil- 
lage, yet there was a marked lack of 



regimentation. There was a notice- 
board hi the communal dining room 
on which was posted a weekly duty 
roster dividing the work into two sec- 
tions, one of which was revenue pro- 
ducing and the other scheduling dom- 

Unlike Russian villages of a similar 
nature, ii is not mandatory for the 
worker ;o remain in a village. At any 
time, he is permitted to pack up and 
leave— hut while he is a member of the 
community, he must draw his expen- 
ses from a common treasury. Ex- 
penses, naturally enough since mem- 
bers are fed and clothed by the com- 
mune, are few. No wages are paid, 
and no matter what the members 

iliti £ are maintenance is - 
kept at the same level. 

Produce is sold to outside markets, 
or is bartered to other villages. In 
short, while one "commune" might 
not be self-supporting it will with the 
assistant o( other villages be able to 
keep outside buying at a minimum. 

In the village at which I spent a 
week, married couples lived together 
in double rooms, and unmarried 
people had dormitories. There Was, 
however, to my mind a free and easi- 
ness between the latter which in or- 
dinary circumstances may have earn- 
ed them the disapproval of not-so- 
broad minded citizens. When I men- 
tioned this to Miriam, she reminded 
me that when the villages were first 
formed, one or two were frankly un- 
conventional in their ourlook towards 
marriage; and that, in fact, the same 
spirit remained in a village near 
Haiffa, where young men and women 
adjourned in order to test the per- 
manency of their feelings towards 
each other. But, she added, tins ap- 
parently casual conception of com- 
munal living was brim* replaced, by 
normal family conditions. 

I was glad, in a way, that the old. 
outlook had not completely died away. 
And when I left the village at the end 
of a week, I readily accepted Miriam's 
invitation to return, , 

But I never did. But these days, 
when 1 read of the struggle between 
the Jews and Arabs. I think of her: 
I think of her action in spitting on the 
Arab who prayed, and that makes it 
easv to understand the swiftness with 
which war came to Palestine; and I 
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think of her arid the other villagers in 
the "commune" in the Negeb Valley. 
And I wonder what Miriam is doing 

The chief reason for the establish- 
ment of the village was to enable 
the settlement of the greatest num- 
ber of people in a small area, and 
to produce the greatest possible 
amount of food with a minimum of 
labour. 

The women, I observed, enjoyed 
the same rights as men, and unlike 
similar settlements in Russia, were 
allowed to undertake executive 
.tasks. In Russia, I understood, the 
labours of the women were confined 
to household, tasks, although I was 
told that in iatter years the Russian 



women had had some emancipation 
in this regard. Relaxation of the 
attitude towards women was, I was 
told, largely the result o£ war when, 
with the menfolk away fighting, it 
became necessary to instal women in 

The women, having tasted these de- 
lights were reluctant to yield them 
up — and in all fairness it may be 
said that they proved themselves to 
be very capable indeed. 

As these people come in and out 
of the news, I cannot help remember- 
ing my experiences among them, and 
I cannot help thinking that what is 
reported in the news gives no idea 
at all of them as they are. 
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MERVYN ANDREWS 



FURRED 
INVASION 



TOE LYNCH was as fat as a porpoise. 
J When he laughed, the huge blad- 
der of soft lard that was his stomach 
croaked and rumbled, quivering and 
shaking like ground from a deep- 
seated earthquake. 

Leaning against a seed drill. Joe 
laughed, the reverberations giving the 
time to my demonstration of a hep- 
eat on hot bricks— a quarter of a 
century in advance of its reality. 

It was early May. 1317, my first day 
in the mice-ridden Mallee. I grabbed 
at my ankle, my knee, my thigh, 
squeezing hard on the squirming soft- 
ness of the little furred fiend; there 
was a mouse up the leg of my 

A mouse, did I say? I jumped hard 
up and down, cutting as fine a straw- 
rotted rug as ever was jived, and 
down they came— three dead ones 
took a nosedive to earth. Two live 
ones, one a skewbald, plunged to 
the safety of a burrow, while a third, 
a mangy varmint, scampered up Joe s 
leg and, between the gusts of his 
laughter, when his belt was slack, 
darted under the band of his 



It 



at 



tortions, and my turn to laugh. He 
had to take his trousers down to get 
rid of the mouse, for Joe wore bow- 
yangs around his ankles. I knew 
why, by this time, and it was a good 
idea; very few mice hit you below 
the belt when you wore bowyangs 

ThtTlSU mouse plague first evi- 
denced itself in February of that year 
with widespread reports that mice by 
the million had invaded the wheat 
areas. During March and April there 
were increasingly serious reports. By 
May the invasion had reached intense 
plague proportions. It was like that 
until the August— more than three 
mice- ruined months. 

The plague had to be seen (and 
smelt) to be believed. Though it is 
more than thirty years- ago, I can 
still remember the stench of dead and 
living mice, rotting straw, grain, and 
bags, and the tang of the vermin in 
the tainted food we tried to eat. 
There wasn't an inch of country that 
wasn't disrupted by the pest. 

At every railway station in the 
Wimmera, the Mallee, and Northern 
Victoria, and in large areas of New 



South Wales and South Australia, 
huge stacks of wheat stood bagged 
and roofed, awaiting transport to the 
seaport for shipment to Britain, which 
was food hungry even then, because 
of the First World War. 

Here was the second line of arma- 
ments for the Empire— food for the 
fighting forces, bread for the pinch- 
gutted millions toiling for victory in 
1917, the worst year of the 1914-18 
War, The wheat was salvation and 
victory, but there were neither the 
men nor the trucks to shift it quieklj 
to Australian ports, and the U-boats 
lurked along the sea lanes, awaiting 
such transports as we could muster. 

A bad position, but on top of it, 
the worse one, for here was an enemy 
within— mice, countless millions of 
mice, assaulting the stacks, gnawing 
the bags, gorging on the precious 
grain till their fur-clad bellies 
stretched like sausage skins. What 
they did not eat, they befouled with 
their excreta and the scabious sores 
already to be seen round their eyes, 
noses and mouths. 

As the vermin burrowed, the bags 
sagged, and wheat cascaded out 
through the torn jute. The huge stacks 
began to slump crazily till the roofm:; 
collapsed, exposing the grain to the 
pelt of autumn's rain. That completed 
the havoc. The farms were dotted 
with hill-like conglomerates of be- 
fouled wheat, rotting harts, ae.d stink- 
ing mire, living and dead, to affront 
the eyes and disgust the nose of all 
who must see and smell. 

In this nauseating mess men 
laboured. They tried to fight the 
insatiable hordes of furred saboteurs, 
to win the safety of grain that was 
Ihe staff of life and the hope of vic- 
tory in Europe. Men rushed that 
Job, deserting farm and factory alike. 
There was big money here for those 
days. One pound a day— thirty shil- 
lings a day — the wage crept up as the 
need and the vileness of the occupa- 
tion increased. 
I Here men laboured, killing the 
mice, sifting the grain, rebagging, 
tostacking. They laboured with the 
Irtench in their nostils, doing as un- 
pleasant a job as has ever been un- 
dertaken. For their pains they be- 
Cimi infected with the scabious sores 
infectious type of ringworm, 
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which crept slowly over their hands, 
their arms, their legs and their bodies. 
On the mice themselves, this sore 
is regarded by Elton, a world 
authority on mice, as a species of 
ulcerating syphilis. 

The men who restacked the wheat 
took protective measures against the 
mice. The chief safeguard was a 
double race of galvanised iron built 
around each stack. Water traps were 
set at intervals, and hessian leads 
were placed from stack to race, so 
that the mice could get into it but 

stampeded to the water tTaps and 
drowned. 

Elton, in his "Voles, Mice and Lem- 
mings (published in 1942), estimated 
the damage at over one million 
pounds. Most of the grain saved 
was unfit for human consumption. 
Some agents in the Wimmera cal- 
culated that ninety per cent, of the 
wheat grown and salvaged from the 
plague in the district required con- 
ditioning. A number of horses fed 
on infected grain and hay died as a 

As it was in the railway stacks, so 
it was on the farms. The houses, 
barns, stables, sheds, haystacks, and 
fields swarmed with mice. Every- 
thing edible, from grain to harness, 
and clothing, had to be stored for 
safety against the invaders. 

Driving along the red-earth, Mallee 
roads on a moonlight night with the 
air crisp and sharp with a coming 
frost, the first elusive odour tickled 
the nostrils a mile from the homo- 
stead. At half a mile the smell was 
cloying and vaguely irritating. At the 
homestead gate, the stench was vile, 
and almost overpowering. You filled 
your lungs with its heavy claminess; 
you masticated it with your food, 
you laboured in its deathliness, and 
you slept with its odious dankness 
squirming around your hody. 

At night, when I went-with Joe to 
bed down the horses, the ground 
glittered with a myriad pinhead, 
diamond eyes flashing brilliant in 
the reflected glow of the hurricane 

We Walked on a seemingly mobile 
earth— an earth swaying and quiver- 
ing beneath" our feet with swarms of 
scurrying grey bodies, an earth that 
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'then in hundreds, in thousands, by 
the kerosene tin full, by the hundred- 
weight, and finally by the ton. 

One farmer left poisoned wheat 
overnight; next morning be tired 
after counting 28.000 dead mice. 
Another tallied 70,000 in one after- 
noon. These are authentic figures 
given by Elton, but they dwindle to 
insignificance when compared with 
□ne night's catch as Lascelles— three 
tons of mice, estimated at 200,000 in 
.number— and the recorded weight of 
the slaughter up to 17th June— 544 
tons, representing 32,000,000 dead 

That was the officially recorded kill, 
but it takes no account of the un- 
reported millions slain by every man, 
bird and boast in the 2400 square 
■miles of Victoria affected and the 
;plague areas in New South Wales and 
South Australia, where, at Port Lome, 
lor instance, even the seaweed 
.swarmed with mice. 

While protection of stacks was the 
plain line of defence, wholesale 
poisoning was an important method o£ 
Bjfet ruction- Of the tail stories asso- 
Rjated with the plague, the plum for 
HSaonine stories rocs to one credited 
Hp "Paddy" O'Howd, a son of poet, 
Bernard Nonplussed at the failure 
ml a particularly virulent strychnine 
Kbit laid in his house tn produce even 
Kfe kill. Paddy looked around for the 
Jfeson. His explanation was: "I left 
ST bar cf soap on the floor; the little 
lpwir.es ote it a-; an antidote," 
MfThe plague finished almost as sud- 
Hjhly as it had begun. Nobody knew 
■mere the mice had crime from, none 
■Shew where they went. They riis- 
■ftpearprl, though there was still 
plenty i.l U.jt\ fur then". 
■ZFho mystery was explained to some 
fetent by D. Murnane, BVSc, of 
Bfcterinury Research Institute, Mel- 
Bo wme (Tniversi*y. in his invwttiga- 
Kons into the 1332 platiue in Vic- 
toria 

■Writing in the "Journal of the 
fcoutn.il for Scientific and Industrial 
■fesearch" for February. 1331, Mur- 
<•■■ favoured the migration theory 
Bp explain the appearance of the 
nice. They move as an army in one 
■Irection. following an advance party. 
Bhay are not of local -breeding, since 
Hntry few young animals or pregnant 



females were found, though these 
may have remained hidden in bur- 

Though unable to give the place 
of origin, Murnane discounts the 
suggestion that the Nullabor Plain 
was the original breeding ground, the 
distance from there to the Mallee 
being too great for the mice to 
travel. A theory advanced in the 
Melbourne "Argus" at the time gave 
the black soil plains of the Wimmera 
the doubtful credit of being the 
breeding ground, but this suggestion 
does not accord with Mu mane's 
theory of one -direction, mass migra- 

On the question of disappearance, 
Murnane is more specific. He lists 
four factors of destruction; 

1. As many as twenty mice crowded 
into one large burrow during wet 
weather; many died of suftoca- 

2. Exposure to cold and rain in the 
field, mice being particularly 
vulnerable to both. 

3. "Landslides" of wheat in stacks 
killed thousands in the collapse. 

Such plagues are neither new nor 
isolated as to country. They have 
been known the world over, one oE 
the most damaging and widespread 
being in the Humboldt Valley. 
Nevada, in 1907-8. following similar 
outbreaks in 1888-92 and 1999-1901. 
The plague in Kern County, Cali- 
fornia, attracted world attention in 
1926. and the outstanding Australian 
plagues are those of 1911, 1917 and 
1932. 

Almost invariably, such plagues fol- 
low a particularly prolific harvest. 
Such was the case in 1317, and the 
conditions precedent to that plague 
are reproduced today. The Australian 
wheat harvest reached record pro- 
portions in 1947-48. In New South 
Wales alone, 80,000,000 bushels of 
wheat were harvested and, on some 
estimates, half as much again did not 
reach the bagging stage owing to 
seasonal and other factors. 

Over two-thirds of this harvest was 
stored at railway sidings and on 
farms in similar bag stacks to those 
assailed by mice In 1917, for the New 
South Wales country silos can ac- 
commodate only 24,500,000 bushels, 
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<-pHINK twice before you call , 

anybody a "son-of-a-gun", 
it actually means something. 
In the bad old days sea- j 
men's wives were allowed to | 
ship with their husbands. L 
their children were bom in jj 
the ship's sick bay. If the | 
birth was difficult or taking \\ 
up too much of the ship sur- | 
peon's time he accelerated the 
proceeding by giving orders | 
for the surprise discharge of 
a twelve pounder. History L 
records that children startled |j 
into the world in this man- . 
ner were known as "sons-of- | 



though the seaports can provide for 
nearly 3,000,000 bushels more. 

Methods of protecting bagged grain 
have made but little advance in these 
three decades, the first line of defence 
still being ; 'staddle" stacks and gal- 
vanised iron fences, while methods of 
eradication have been virtually static 
since 1907, with one exception— an 
improved method of fumigation of 
bag stacks announced in the C.SJ.R. 
Journal in August, 1944. This, how- 
ever, was directed mainly against 
weevil in wheat, though it is equally 
effective against rodents. 

The "staddle" stack (sheet-iron 
guards on post tops) was the sub- 
ject of the tallest story credited to 
"Paddy" O'Dowd. He went into din- 
ner quite satisfied with his newly 
pickled seed wheat was safe. An hour 
later the stack swarmed with mice, 
though no hessian threads or straw 
gave the mice a "ladder" to the 
wheat. Pondering the problem, 
"Paddy" stood watching the "pickle" 
water drip to the ground, then with 

up the drip. 

Most effective weapon of eradica- 
tion in the field was the poison method 
adopted in Nevada in 1907-8. Phos- 
phorous baits or broadcasting of 
poison is considered too dangerous, 
hut a strychnine mixture dropped 



in the burrows brought an eighty- 
live to ninety-five per cent, kill, 
though it was an expensive and tire- 
some process, for the mice burrows 
in the Humboldt Valley tallied up to 
24,000 per acre of land. 

In addition to the damage to wheat, 
the health aspects of a possible plague 
[■■lerst consideration. Elton. Murnane. 
and other authorities agree that the 
rliiKv.'orm discusi? is ii:mimittable to 
man. Mice are also high percentage 
carriers of a form of 'typhoid ' and 
dvs^ntery . liable to cause ptomaine 
poisoning. :wl in common with most 
animals, are prone to a blood poison- 
ing like white scourge in calves. A 
plague of fleas is a not infrequent 
aftermath of a mouse plague. 

An investigation of bubonic plague 
Q9D1-9) by Dr. Asburton Thompson 
gave a qualified uronituil of the 
mouse as a carrier of that disease, 
and Dr. F. McCallum, a Common- 
wealth Quarantine officer, while satis- 
fied that the mouse has not been 
guilty in that respect in Australia, 
points out. that tests conducted in 
South Africa and in California show 
that the mouse could spread the 

One thing we have to be very glad 
about is the fact that the last plague, 
filthy and distasteful as it was. did 
not bring wilh it some of the dread 
scourges of the past. 

The great plague of London was 
started by a man who came ashore 
from a ship on which there was a 
plague-infected rat: and he has been 
bitten by the rat. What happened as 
a result of that rat is history— a 
plague which it took the great fire 
of London, and the destruction of a 
city, to clear up. 

The main source of infection was 
not actually the rate, of course, but a 
flea which had made the rat its home 
—or, in medical terms, its "host." 
Plague, so disastrous to so many, has 
its origin in so small an insect — ajid 
the carrier of the insect is the rat, or 
the mouse. 

Truly terrible results ensue when 
mice or rats get loose in large num- 
bers, and I shudder to think of the 
terrible results that could have fol- 
lowed from a plague of rodents sweep- 
ing across the country, shedding their 
little disease-ridden parasites. In any 
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IT STARTED 



t- this Wdf 




The Holy Week of 1560 was in England damp and cold, 
and because of the inclement weather, ihe monks of St. 
Albans in Herefordshire dispensed to traveller, in addition 
(o soup, hot spiced buns. On Good Friday, one of the 
monks marked the bun;; with the Sign uf the Ci'oss. The 
ii ■novation appealed highly to pilgrims, and die custom v.-as 
continued Ihciicefo! ward, spreading eventually throughout 
the Christian world, 



Han Sing a Chinese mandarin who lived m 114 B.C. and 
comr.irnider of an armv invading Shar, Si became ,je ; ;.nvboo. 
v/hon dmiim a lull in operation:;, his troops became trouble- 
some In order to fill their leisure time, he devised a 
p:isiine tailed Ch.jke-Chr>o-Thjn.u-Ki. or "the science of the 
wars" The fluns. in addition in keeping die troops occu- 
pied, exemplified tactical battle moves. Today, we call the 
game "Chess". 



Two hundred-odd years ago, there stood in Fleet Street, 
London, a tavern called "The Devil", the idyn of which 
showed St. Dunstan pulling the- Evil One's nose. When 
the lawyers of London visited the tavern, _ they i 
a notice c 



Thus v 



:i their doors informing enquirers of the fact, 
i the phrase, "Gone to the Devil". 





William Lee was a dean of Cambridge who, falling in 
love with a barmaid, married her against University 
Statutes. Their living gone, his wife tried to earn a f™ 
shilling ijv knitting stockings by hand. Lee watched her 
workhi" and e:-:a;ajoral en' by the aluwuess of the pr-ice;.:-. 
urodiiccc a frame which expedited the work. So. in HiSil, 
was made the first pair of stockings by mechanical means. 



after Sir Tlobert- 



iw hegan to mil them "bobbies", 
which later became mterchatigablo 
it is said, because the policemen 



1 
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Tin No OUTLAW!" 

— Jane Russell 

SLOE-EYED JANE RUSSELL, whose sultry beauty and well -advertised bosom 
caused great <™iiternenl about the much censored film, "The Outlaw", resents 
publicity the film brought her. Temporarily lulled, all Jane's outraged 
feelings were awakened when she saw Jennifer ("Beriiadotte") Jones in the 
torrid love scenes of "Duel in the Sun". Jane says "The Outlaw" dragged her 
good name in the mud, and she's determined that such roles are never again 
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"MY HUSBAND AND I are a clean- living, happy married couple," Jane s 
This picture shows the pair reaping On; ho vvcs I: of their own fruit trees, 
garden in which they spend so much of their time has well-planted fruit t 
and is their favorite playground. 
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BEND DOWN SISTER! Jane says that diet isn't necessary to a good figure if 
you live a normally active life. But when you're working you've gat to put 
some energy into it! And Jane claims that she lives energetically every 
moment of ber waking day! 
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WHAT GREAT MINDS THINK— 



in, mirth and laughter, 
day after. 

— Bt/roti, Don Juan. 
BYRON; 

Though women are angels, yet wedlock's the devil. 

(Hours of Idleness) 

DEKKER: 

Were there no women men might live like gods. 

(The Honest Whore) 

SHAKESPEARE: 

Men have marble, women waxen minds. 

(Rape of Lucrece) 

REYNOLDS: 

As for women, though we scorn and flout 'em, ' 
\Vi.' in;-iv livs.' with, wu L-aniiol live without 'em. 

. (Tiie Will) 

TENNYSON: 

Men at most differ as Heaven and Earth, 

But women, worst and best, as Heaven and Hell. 

("Merlin mid Vivien) 

ILKA CHASE: 

All this continuous fuss would not go on, and nothing more at all would be 
written or said, if only men could make up their minds about women; but 
that will never happen. 

fin Bed We Cry) 

MEREDITH: 

God's greatest blessing is, after all. a good woman. 

(Ordeal of Richard Fevera.1) 

SIR WALTER SCOTT: 

O woman! In our hours of ease 

Uncertain, coy, and hard to please. 

And variable as the shade 

By the light quivering aspen made; 

When pain and anguish wring the brow, 

A ministering angel thou! 

fJUarmion) 

DE QU1NCEY: 

She is a woman: that is saying the bust and the worst about her. 
There is no music on eitrlh like the laughter of women. 

f Essay s J 
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*ARTHINGTON CUTTEN 



dow below. The sub -machine -gun 
rested lightly on the window ledge 
and the arm in the greasy, black 
shirt was tense but steady. 

So much she could see in the quick 
glances from her room across the 
sunny courtyard. 

But the younger man beside him 
watched her movements. So she 
gathered up the damp underwear, 
rinsed it, squeezed it and rinsed it 
again, listening and straining to catch 
any sound from the room below. Once 
she threw up her head and listened, 
and her dark eyes were large with 
fear in her pale face. 

But the younger man at the win- 
dow across the courtyard was watch- 
ing; so she made as though to toss 
the hair from hex face, and again 
plunged her arms into the bowl of 

Outside, the courtyard was hot and 
still, the shadows cut sharp against 
the white walls and the straggling 
green of the vines. 

Suddenly the peace was shattered 
as the gun sent a burst through the 
window below. 



The . 



She stood for a moment, listening 
in the sharp stillness that followed 
Lhn rsitie of the bullets. 
But from below there came no 

But in the moment's confusion, be- 
fore the shouting died away, the girl 
left the window, slipped thr ough the 
door and ran down the narrow stair- 
way. 

As she crept down the corridor 
another fear took her by the throat, 
lie was lying within— dead! He and 




Jacques, both dead! She inched to- 
wards the doorway and tried to 
clutch the fear from hor quivering 
throat. God! Dear God! Not that! 

She came almost to the threshold. 

Someone, acutely sensitive to sound 
and to danger, whispered hoarsely. 
"Stop! For the love of God, stop 

She huddled againit the lintel in 
joy and fear. He lived. Yet he re- 
mained there, trapped, ill. 

"Paul, oh Paul, why are you still 
here?" She breathed the words so 
Softly that no sound rose up to the 
dark, dirty men at the window above. 

She heard his gasp, "Minella, is it 



l the r 
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did not move. Still sire stayed 
huddled against the wall. Years in 
the Underground hod taught her, in- 
stant obedience to her Lender. And 

'■was he not also her beloved? 

[ Another voice came to her now, 
thick with anguish. 
"Minella! Another ten seconds and 

. jre should have been away with 

i "Jacques." she hissed, "you have 
Bdlled him." 

"But the car was waiting— we had 
only to get him past the door—" 

The girl repeated bitterly, "You 
have killed him; he should never 
have been brought here." 



She asked calmly, "Will he die?" 
"No, no, God be praised! A flesh 
wound in the leg. But he is still weak 



fro: 



the 



r-aielmil 



She made no answer. 
"The filthy swine haw 
the window for an hour." 
"Can they see me if I crawl to the 

"I think not. or else we were both 
dead men long ago. The angle of 
the window prevents them seeing the 

She could see. at the end of the 
corridor, an outer doorway that threw 
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a patch of sunlight on the brickwork 
of the coindor. Against this beam 
of light she lifud her apron -ha w- 
ing an irregular shadow a t „>=s ,he 
sunlit wall. 

The gua crashed ac: 
yard. 

Plaster spattered from th. 
wall. 

"For God's sake. Minellu, don't 
draw their fire!" 

She sneered, with her red lips 
twist Fd, perhaps at him, peihups r.ot 
They are nervous my brother, 
and shout at shadows. " 

Again the girl thrust her apron 
attains*, the beam of light. But this 
time the shadow loomed over the 
sunlit patch much lower than be- 

Outside m the courtyard was peace 

"They cannot see below half a 
rfietre from the floor. J; 
Coins to craw! forward" 1 

"It ean do no good. Bat. for the 
love of God. be careful:" 

She came forward slowly over the 
hoards. In another moment she had 
'arnin d oorway ar.d lay there 

Paul's face was beside her now. 
She pressed her lips against ms 
•b.-owr. throat. She loosened the 
ragged collar gently 

He ^sighed deeply and his eyes 

"Beloved," he breathed, his lips 
Bgeir.Kt hers. 

Tor one sweet moment the dan— 
was forgotten. She pressed to h 

Jacques, sprawled beside th« 



sery. 



. lal 



Mindli. 

a clung to him. "It t 
nnct be too late 1 " 
r voice, in nnguish. b 
^stent for safety. 
"Hush, little one. You 



She cried quietly against him. B'. 
he went on. more firmly. "This is 01 
lar.d. Here we shell make our horn, 
You will remember. Minella?" 

Then his eyes closed. He wea'^ 
eneu. Blood oozed slowly from h 



4H CAVALCA15E. September. 1948 





CAVALCADE. September. 194B *9 




HONOR or DEATH — 

rjmmM 



DAMON MILLS 



wanted t0 im P reBS ^ with "hat a Fd seen mo™f £ fed tnan^ 
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Bollard's sword (ell out o£ his 
grasp aud clattered to the floor. 



knew existed. I'd even been to Holly- 
wood before. Once in between ships 
when I'd spent three months in Los 
Angeles. Sometimes I wonder if 
there's enough liquor in the world to 
wash away the memory of it. I'd 
met a girl there. Her name was 
Mary Mason. She was in movies 
like a lot of other people were about 
that time, like Tom Mix and Lon 
Chaney and Pola Negri. She was do- 
ing all right, too, getting better and 
more important parts all the time. 
It was one of those first look affairs 
for both of us. We were going to get 
married. But first of all 1 had to go 
bafik to Australia. My father had 
died and left me, his errant son. a 



large piece of his fortune. She kept 
on acting, and I went home to claim 
the money. Relations had gathered 
like scavenging hawks. They fought 
the will, and what they called unjust 
apportioning, tooth and nail. It went 
on month after month. Frantic, I 
dropped it all and raced back to her. 

She'd had to stop going to the 
studio and I traced her to the hos- 
pital, where she'd had the baby. It 
was a girl. She'd died having it. 
Her mother had come and claimed it. 
When I went to see her mother, she 
raved at me and wouldn't listen. 
There was nothing I could do. 

I sent her the money I finally got 
out of the will, and then I started 
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He'd t 
sides b 
a big ■ 



Ernst Kitten 
(the studio ab 
Boilaid, ar.d r 



with hin 
He'd esc 



fresh-faced 
Inkles were st 
around his eyes agai 
everyone else felt glad. 

Bollard still kept hi 
the screen- Since we' 
place he'd had two 
against him, and quiti 
hod fcepn settled 



in I saw 
e oi the 
g.ddcn- 



I s 



Whei 



him the 
I s 



We 



v I'd got 



ind knocked me 
I wouldn't hai 
i>> I apologised. 

> lunching In the 



as stunned by the 
that. She hadn't 
e payroll leng. and 



starry-eyed when s 
him she'd be iunoi 
Bollard anywhere. 
I kit a little sic] 



lea 



:!:•• «.:.'te:ia in se^n'h of it 
ran into Vronsky. 

,:h the kid. He 



He'd seen 
nodded after her. He said. "Lovely 
girl, th-.t Maxton girl". 

I said, "Yeah." I was wanting that 
dnr.k bad. I made to go or, Vronsky 
said. "A peadi of! the bu^gh for 
llolL-ird?" 

I shrugged. I said, "Su what? You 
fellows have beer, telling him bes 
the reincarnation of Don Juan so 
king he's got to believe it." 

Vronsky said, "He's not the rt- 
^cat nation of Don Juan. I'd say 
mn-e like Rcderigo Borgia. Even his 



mghtei- 
t "What 



il I 



leT He^ys 



didn't walk on. Vronsky said quiet. 
!y. "Dirlr.'t yoj ever have a family?' 
I said shortly. "No" 



of days la- 
looking around. Suddenly he said, 
"Get that girl for me." 
I leaked where he was knkir.g. 
I said. "That's Kirten's girl" 
He said, "So what? I'm bigger than 
Kirten." 
I said, "He won't like it." 
Ho said, "Why should he? I don't 
wiin i him to. Get her." 
He bent his head back down to his 

I went on eating, I knew that 
finished it for him. 



"Wha 



.tlx 



family. Everyone 
all this to do with 



lovlr 
I ; 
Bollard?" 

Vronsky said, "This kid hasn't got a 
family— no one. I scouted the kid 
out. Her old grandmother was all 
she had. She died last year. The 
kid's twenty-one, so she's supposed to 
be able to look after herself— hut 
she can't. Not against wolves like 
Bollard. Apart from all that, if she's 
left alone the kid'E go places. It's 
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in her blood. Her-" 
I said. "Skip it. I nee< 
I pushed him aside a 

had it. But it didn't i 



... „ ... ■ . =«J no snici 11, looking 

(iirln I ;>ke it any more than at me kind of funny. I graob.ai mv 

.1.1 u wa< dmcmH wilh him. Slavs th,i hard j : :-p] it i„ my | liind 

1 .show Boltaro uist what ho The bartender said. "Good God-" 

about it. And he did. He'd He leapt across with a napkin 

picture about the composer Vronsky said. "Man. your hand-'' 

>hn and it'd put him right I pushed them both aside. I went 

He was really ihrealemo,- out of the bar and walked. When I -i 

tor the (die of the studio's finished walking I wont back home 

me male box-office attraction and went to bed. I couldn't sleep, but 
I didn't pour myself a drink. I just 

I didn I SMLm to care, though. lay there Ihinkhis aboii; whai Vrnt>- 

allen for Bollard like a *v had said . . 

■d building, and she didn't * * * 

i; anything ol,e Thai s „r. When we got up there Bollard sent 

id. all riynt but i^ens me around filing Iho nlace fixed 

mm didn't He let Kirten up. Even though there was no one 

sctjy how he felt every time around to appreciate it, he liked to 

. too. The German took it act the big feudal , overlord. I had 



Halfway 



thinking." 



i I thought of what 'ud be 
• I felt the oth< 



Uii the.: 



need quiet. You can get whatever I choke on those 

Wfmt - His voice cut 

I wondered about that-in between He said, "Kir 

drinks. Falcon Hidge was his big night." 

stone house high over the ocean. 1 stared at hin 

Bollard wasn't the guy to go away on "Kirten'" 

quiet week-ends. I wondered if he "Yes." 

was taking the kid along, but he said "But—" 

h« wasn't. ' H e sneered ac 

T was in the bar I usually went to "We're going 

when Vronsky came in. He had a Kirten and I. 



the kid. Maybo he I went slowly 
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jibing . .. 1 hoped that I was right. 

When the great bell at the big 
oaken front door ran::; Bollard looked 
across at me. He said, "That'll be 
him, Let him in." 

, I went through to the door. It 
Was Kirten, all right. His face was 
Tvhite and set. It relaxed a little 
When he saw me. He knew that my 
heart wasn't in my haviny approached 
'. the kid for Bollard. He said in his 
accented E!i;(!;;:h. "1 had in drive 
Slowly. That road above the sea is 
Very dangerous." 

We went into the big room where 
Bollard was waiting. He was sipping 
a drink. He looked across a.t the door. 
, He said, "Come in, Kirten." 
: The German walked in. Bollard 
was looking ;•■ him with eyes nar- 
rowed like a cat's. He purred. "Pour 
cur friend a drink," 

Kirten waved his hand. His voice 
was hard. He said, "I don't want a 
drink. What did you want—" 
Bollard moved swiftly to the door. 
'He turned the great key to in the 
lock. He pulled it out and moved 
with the speed of a cat to a safe 



swinging open in the wall. He 
thrust the key in and shut the safe. 

He turned around la look at Kir- 
ten. His face was li 'id, his" eyes 
guttering savagely. Kirten was star- 
ing at him. He said, "What—" 

Bollard snarled, "I'll tell you what, 
you German — . I've brought you 
here tonight to kill you." 

He strode across to the fireplace. 
He jerked down the big mounted and 
inscribed sword from above the man - 
tel. Ho pulled down the other two 
swords that were crossed over one 
another below it and threw one of 
them aside. He handed the other one 
hilt-first to Ki-ten. Kirten took it 
slowly. His face was white. He said, 
"But—" 

Bollard's eyes were alight with a 
mad, vicious flame. He snarled, "I'm 
giving you a chance to fight. Take 
off your jacket." He was already in 
shirt-sleeves himself with the sleeve 
of his sword-arm rolled up. Kirten 
stared at him. Suddenly the German 
put down the sword he was holding, 
took off his coat, and rolled up his 
sleeve. He took up the sword again. 

Bollard sneered, "You Germans 



MM 
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be entirely defenceless: 
forward and clashed his sword against 
Eli-ten's. The German, white face 
set in grim lines, flashed his sword up 
ind drove Bollard's away. Bollard 



Kirtc 



parr 



desperately, gave ground. The steel 
striking together made a harsh, 
savage sound. 

Kirten kept giving ground. Bol- 
lard's mou Hi was drawn back from 
his teeth like a wounded tiger's. 
He lunged viciously at Kirten. He 
snarled, "That's a dangerous road, 
Kirten. isn't it? I'm going to kill 
you, Kirten, and then we're going to 
carry your body to your car and drive 
it off the road into the water. Rocks 
make wounds like a sword." 

The German said nothing. He 
fought back desperately. Suddenly 
he'd stopped retreating. His sword 
was flashing in and out like a snake's 
tongue. Slowly he began to force 
Bollard back. His sword was swish- 
ing through the air, and his feet were 
moving with the sure, lightning- 
quick, purposeful — 



master swordsman. Fear was begin- 
ning to crowd Into Bollard's face. 
His movements were less purposeful 
—more hurried. Twice only a des- 
perate parry kept Kir ten's sword 
a \v;iy fi'um his face. He screamed at 
me, "Get behind him— hit him with 
something— get him—" 

Kirten moved in swiftly. His sword 
hilt locked with that o£ Bollard's. He 
gave a powerful twist. Bollard's 
mounted, inscribed s 



of 



eel. 



It i lptfnred on the floor. 

Kirten stood back .from Bollard, 
gasping, tic said. "Sum ['thing you did 
not know was that I was ray uni- 
versity's champion swordsman." 

Bollard was standing back, glaring 
at him. Suddenly he screamed at me. 
"Pick up that sword— get him—" 

His fear and rage were better than 
his ad in'; had over been, and would 
h~vi= Hee:i a Wear, for his inns, A dis- 
illusif nlng treat. 

Some twisted vanity in him made 
hi:-', ht-lieve thai I'd stick now. After 
all, why shouldn't I? I'd done some 
awfully lousy things for him. 

But some twisted vanity in me re- 
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fused to be denied. I knew what I 

I leapt forward. I grabbed up Bol- 
lard's sword. I swung it. Bollard 
went back, hands up before his face, 
screaming. But it didn't do him any 
good. The sword cut deep into his 
head. He hit the floor and lay there, 
blood making a slow, black pool on 
the rug beneath his head. He was 

I looked across at Kirten. My voice 
sounded high and harsh. I said. "I'm 
going to burn that rug and then do 
with him what he said we were go- 
ing to do with you. I was going to do 
that with him before all this started. 
I thought you'd stop me, but now 1 
know you won't." 

Kirten said shakily, "But—" 

I told him what Vronsky had told 
me about the kid. 

After a while Kirten said, "Oh." 
He didn't say anything else. 

I went over and opened the safe 
and got out the key. I went outside 
and got out the the car Bollard had 
driven up there in. 1 picked him up 
and took him out to it. I drove it up 



the road a way, and then headed it 
over the side of the road. I jurnped 
out before it reached the edge. When 
it hit the rocks down below it sound- 
ed like a steel factory being blown 
up. 



I wei 



back to the house. Kirten 



shakily, "What i 



i going to do 



I said, "Burn the rug on that big 
fire, wash the sword clean, and ring 
the cops. I'll tell them we were yoing 
up to the roadhouse a few miles fur- 
ther along when it happened. He 
often used to go there. He used to 
take me along to show me off as his 
valet. I'll tell them I jumped clear." 
I patted his hand. I said "Take care 
of the kid." 

He said shakily, "I will," He drove 
off, I watched his tail-light fade 
away to the tiny glow of a cigarette- 
end in the night. 

I went back to the house. 

I guess you've figured out that what 
Vronsky had told me was that the 
name of the kid's mother, who used 
to act, too, was Mary Mason. 
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tN July of the year 1381 the "Bac- 
ehante," with two other ships, 
was sailing from Melbourne to Syd- 
ney. At 4 a.m. on the eleventh day 
the forecastle lookout reported a 
strange brig crossing her bows. 

In a voice strained with emotion, 
the man called, "Flying Dutchman 
off the port bow." 

To see the Flying Dutchman was 
■to see Death. 

In the log of the "Bacchante" it 
goes this way, "A strange red light 
■as of a phantom ship all aglow in 
the midst of which light the mast, 
spars and sails of a brig stood out In 
strong relief as she came up." 

There was excitement and fear on 
board the "Bacchante." The officer 
of the watch saw the ghost ship 
from the bridge, so did the quarter- 
deck midshipman, so did ten others 
of the crew. 

Yet when, moments later, awakened 
sleepers tumbled on to deck, there 
was no sign of any material ship 
other than the two sailing with 
"Bacchante." and these stood a long 
way off. It was a calm and clear 
night. The ghost ship had come and 
gone in the space of two or three 

Nothing happened to "Bacchante." 
At 10.45 that morning the man who 
had first seen the Flying Dutchman 
fell to his death from the fore- 



topmast crossbees and was, the log 
tell us, smashed to atoms." 

At Sydney the Admiral in command 
of the three ships died. 

The explanation could be simple 
enough. Sailors were, mostly still 
are, superstitious men. The lookou* 
had seen the ghost ship and had be- 
lieved he would die. In an over- 
wrought state, with his mind more on 
death than on his work, he had lost 
his grip and fallen from the cross- 

The Admiral maybe would have 
died anyway, Ghost Ship or not. 

The mysteries of the sea are many. 
Most can be dismissed as pure phan- 
tasy, hut there are some things that 
cannot so easily be shrugged off. For 
many of the apparent mysteries 
there are rational explanations. 

Of all the legends,, that of the 
Flying Dutchman is the most per- 
sistent. There are several Flying 
Dutchman legends, the one generally 
told being that of Captain Vander- 
decken, the violent, Godless master 
who was condemned by the Holy 
Ghost. 

Driving his ship around the Cape 
of Good Hope in the teeth of a tem- 
pest, Vanderdecken stood on the 
bridge cursing like a madman and 
shouting defiance of the elements, 
God, and anything else he could lay 
his tongue to. His crew and passen- 
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the trawler was there, all right, but 
lio cutler could be located. And yet 
It was there when the police boat 
with the port doctor on board went 
out towards it. The cutter simply 
vaiii'li' ti when the police boat came 
hp to It. 

Many of the ghost ships of aea leg- 
end, which wore sighted for a few 
brief moments and then seen no 
more, must have been reflections of 
i-uul .ships sailing many, many miles 

Belief in these legends was often 
put to goud use by pirates in the old 
days. Scared of nothinu. these buys 
were by way of being the first psy- 
chologists. If sailors wanted ghost 
ships, the pirates would supply them. 
So they used to spread nets over the 
sails of tl Kiiiii'i. t! 1 1 from 

vas worn thin to the point of non- 
existence. Then they would paint 
themselves in unholy designs and 
burn coloured lights all over their 

All of this gave them the double 
advantage of easy approach to their 
victims and the fact that those vic- 
tims were well scared in advance. 
At the moment of battle, the sailors' 
did not know whether they were 
coping with men or demons. 
.■ There is an English "ghost ship" 
story to which some credence is 
given. The story itself is romantic 
enough. Two men, one master of a 
ship, one a sailor, both loved a girl 
|. from the town of Deal. The girl 
married the captain, and the wedding 
was celebrated on board ship as she 
[ made her way up the coast, 
t As the ship passed the Goodwin 
Sands, fate put the helm into the 
hands of the disappointed suitor and 
he, in jealous mac. twi-ttd the helm 
1 so that the ship went on to one of 
the Goodwin reefs. She went down, 
all hands were lost. 
f That was in the year 1724. The 
legend is that, every fiftieth anni- 
I versary. the ship reappears and goes 
on to the rocks again, sinks again. 

in 1874, but no verification could be 
made on the 192-! anniversary because 
of dense fog that lay on the sea that 

Most fables and legends of the =oa 



are of fairly old origin, and rose out 
of the ignorant and liuporalition uf 
crewmen in the days of sail. It is a 
paradox that the toughest men, faced 
with 'the unknown as sailors con- 
stantly were, became the most 
imaginative of men and the most 
easily scared. 

The fantastic Flying Dutchman 
legend and many like it gained 
credence only because of the ig- 
norant and superstitious age in which 
they were originally circulated: but 
for many long years i probably cen- 
turies) they were a secret terror in , 
the hearts of all who sailed. 

Dr. Atcheson James in a diary of a 
"Journey Round the Cape of Good 
Hope" in 1831, records that members 
of the crew warned him fearfully of 
the possibility of s-oing the Flying 
Dutchman. 

'•Despite my knowledge that their 
absurd tales were born of supersti- 
tion and fostered by abject ignor- 
ance," he wrote, "I could not fail to 

by Hu; sincerity of their speech and 
the awfulncss of the picture they pre- 
sented to my mind." 

Fear and superstition were en- 
couraged by the officers of ships and 
used as one of the means by which 
they kept men under control. A 
common Ihreat was that, in certain 
circumstances, the Flying Dutchman 
would "get them." It sounds like 
something vou would be foolish to 
tell children, but it often worked 
wonders where the sailors ware con- 

C< That' the Dutch come in for the 
worst aspects of the F.D. legend is 
no reflection on that people. To the 
British seamen of earlier centuries, 
all foreigners were Dutchmen, and 
foreign ships were said to be re- 
luctant to come to the aid of vessels 
in distress because of the trouble 
this would cause them. So th? worst 
man at sea. the man condemned for 
ever to suffer an unpleasant fate for 
his' evil, was a "Dutchman." 

But where in all this is the ex- 
planation for the ghostly ship un- 
doubtedly seen by crew members of 
the Bacchante on her voyage from 
Melbourne to Sydney in 18817 

Some sea legends can be explained 
away rationally, but not all of them. 
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Disposing of your enemies should be 
a private affair, these killers thought. 



CRAIG RICE 



T OVE " that eminent lawyer- 
detective, John J. Malone, once 
remarked, "love, like murder, does 
t always wait upon the consent oi 



the \ 



Moreover, people who murder 
people are apt to think of murder 
as a strictly private affair. They be- 
lieve, to quote Malone again, that 
"murder, like love, is the most in- 
timate of human relationships, strictly 
a private matter between the mur- 
cfa-i-nii ;inrl the murderee." 

This is a story about a man and a 
dol!. I knnw— you're saying 'his isn't 
' ! that a man got into 



It didn't look like anything special 
111 the way of murder cases. Not at 
first. Just two poor people, obviously 
miurk-ed. in a shabby, (,imble-down 
shack in Avci;,il. Row llfxico, a sub- 
urb of Albuquerque. 

One of the two murderess, a man 
of about 25, lay on the bed will, knuV 
wounds around the heart. The other, 
a womun between 45 and 50, lay dead 
on the floor. She too had been 
Stabbed in the heart, and in addi- 
tion the killer had knifed her face 



The r, 
m\y in h 



i the bed v 



The 



Juble by got 
tl, This wasn't Ui 
II And ;'. wasn't 
her. the kind that 
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weeds in it, and on top of it lay a 
knife and fork, arranged in the form 
Bjf a 'cross. 

Any ordinary police officer might 
have shrugged off such evidence, or 
even failed to notice anything un- 
usual about it. But it so happened 
that one of the officers investigating 
this crime was a man who was fami- 
liar with the ways of the Latin- 
American mind. He decided at once 
that the witchcraft angle was not one 
to be lightly dismissed. 

It was Armando Batista who identi- 
fied the victims. He was on the 
scene when police arrived, and he 
introduced himself as a friend of the 
dead man. 

"Yes, Montoyo and I have been 
friends for about a year," Armando 
told the police, "He works on the 
Pruitt ranch, about fifteen miles from 
Albuquerque. I found Montoyo and 
his aunt dead when I arrived here 
this morning." 

Armando also volunteered the in- 
formation that Josefa, the aunt, was 
married. Her husband, Alfreda Baca, 
was a travelling salesman, ha said, 
and he had seen him only a few 

Outside the house the officers 
found other, less supernatural evi- 
dence. Footprints circled the house, 
one set made with ordinary men's 
shoes, the other set made with' cow- 
boy boots. You could tell by the 
high heels. And Fifty feet from the 
house, in the back yard near a 
chicken house, they came upon evi- 
dence of witchcraft again. A freshly 
dug grave! A small one, only six- 
teen inches in diameter and about 
nine inches deep. Just big enough 
to bury a small doll— and dig it up 
again. For that, as this shrewd police 
officer knew, was part of the voodoo 
ritual. 

The rag doll is made when a person 
wishes to bewitch someone. It is 
called "the Devil." When you want 
to bewitch somebody you get hold 
of the intended victim's fingernail 
parings or a lock of hair. Then you 
sew these things into a small pouch 
and tie the pouch to the Devil's arm. 
Then you dig a grave and bury the 
Devil, together with some "hex" 
weeds. 

Checking on the witchcraft "angle. 



detectives were told out at the ranch 
where Montoyo worked that a man 
named Jack Ratcliff, one of those 
foot-loose "See America First" ad- 
venturers who was touring the coun- 
try in a kind of covered wagon con- 
traption, had told of picking up a 
hitchhiker who kept saying he was 
bewitched and had to get to Albu- 
querque right away. Ratcliff had 
told the ranch hands that the man 
was short, slight and had a dark 
moustache, that he picked bim up at 
La gun a and brought him to Albu- 

This description did not fit Alfredo, 
nor anybody else so far known to 
have any connection with the case. 

That was how matters stood when 
detectives, having found Alfredo 
Baca, brought him in for question- 
ing. Mr. Baca was sorry about Josefa, 

As to his whereabouts on the night 
of the murders, Alfredo was firm and 
explicit. He was in Eante Fe on 
business, selling spices and chili, anl 
he had slept that night in a Sante 
Fe hotel. This story Alfredo stuck 
to, even when clerks at the hotel 
said they had no record of his visit. 

For the time being, anyway, the 
police had one suspect in custody. 
But now another suspect vanished. 
"Rusty" Munger, a hired hand who 
had driven Montoyo into town on the 
Saturday evening hefore the bodies 
were found, and was presumably 
the last person to see him alive. 

What with devil dolls and vanishing 
suspects, this case must have been a 
trying one for the police, but things 
began to look up again when detect- 
ives combing the area around the 
murder house turned up a bundle of 
bloody clothes. They had found the 
bundle in a deserted shack on the 
edge of town, about a mile from the 
Baca house. There was dirt on the 
floor, and the detectives reported 
finding footprints in the dirt, foot- 
prints of cowboy boots, like the ones 
found in the backyard of the Baca 
house. And that wasn't all they 
found. On a small, three-legged table 
was a jar of water and a crudely- 
made cross of wood. Witchcraft 

The bundle of blood-stained clothes 
was opened and examined. It con- 
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lamed undui weir, a tjl ] i it and trousers 
--and a pocket knife with a bla.i,. 
inches lung. The murder we-.pun 
There- wee also Hie Comprint.; .„| 
the Baca house, two pairs o£ them 
mio cowboy ] Juo u p! -j n , s :m(] lhe otl 
set plam men's shoe-prints. 

of Cinderella all 



As i 



turned out, there were too many 
glass slippers, and lou many Cii.-l ■ 
ellus. The plain mens !; h„ fi ,_. L . inis 
fitted the shoes of Arm undo Bi'.,U;;^ 
the young man who had been so 
helpful in identifying the mu^k-.ss 
when the police fust ei-.iuiod lhe c i s . 
But, in spite of mi run- disnvpn „ji, ! 
in his fii ■si slury. i'lu-i ,■ ji.-.i; u, , L j, 
tie him to the crimes. 

Neither of the glass slippers fitted 
lhe other Cinderella that the poll-.- 
had in custody, Alfredo Baca. !Ym- 
did a fingerprint on the wind,,,- -;M[ 
fit him. But there was now evidcu e 
that Josefa had recently goltc'i a 
peace bond to restrain' him f , : -t 
bothering her. and detectives check- 
ing, reported that he and Josefa wer. 
at all. Josefa, 



Au/raia police, on making inquiries, 
""V" 1 hM] Whuil.r.v. and „f| (!l 

'vai h„g the man for a lime Ihev 1,^1 
Otitic oi him euiiroly, but they did 
manage to obtain a description of 
him. He was about five feet ten 
inch.::-: m bdc;lii. slender, had dark 
v -ivy hrur, and wore a moustacliP 
That was a perfect dest l int ion of the 
man that Jack Bat cliff, the cross- 
country traveller w ilh the covered 
wagon had piefced up at Lagoiu, and 
biuughl to Albuquerque! The man 
woo kept lalki.u- abe.Li hying hexed 
it was Ignacio. all right, but time 
had passed, and now the trail was 
<-'"!■ I There was „„| : , one ,.,, Llllv good 
PL.ssn miy of liiidiny the voodoo mur- 
" lh ' ! stip,-.s(itioo.s 
leal that had driven him to kill would 



r him 



d the s 



still 



Ignacio Candalaria, who li 
Winslow. Arizona. They had "be'-n 
st'i rated a long time but neve- 
divorced. 

"How did you find that out?" Al- 
lied.) aa'-fied when police confronted 
him with the facts, but he admiUe.i 
it was true. "Yes, it's true all right," 
he said. "I loved Josefa very much 
and she loved me. But she eouk! no> 



divo 



- thii 



She 



the hex , 
Candalaria. 
time, and 1 



of his crime, or at leas! M u 
water and the wooden crass in the 
deserted house on the outskirts of 
Albuquerque. 

And that was exactly what hap- 
pened. Ignacio was picked up that 
very night by the guard stationed at 
the deserted house, as he was start- 
wiudow raW ' through an ° la br °ken 
And he was still wearing the cow- 
boy boots. 

At first he denied all knowledge of 
the crime, even when shown the 
blood-soaked clothes and the pocket 
knife. But when they took him to 
the. mil, der house and confronted him 
with the devd doll, the hex weeds 
and the knife and work in the form of 

° 1 ' PleasTr piease r d° ( m't make me look 
at those things. I killed them " 

After killing Josefa he turned and 
room fa, y °, standin S » the bed- 
"I hated to do it." Candalaria said, 
but I knew Ihnt was ,m- onlv chancy 
to get away, I stabbed him," 
And what about the DeviP 
-I clug it up from the backyard," 
Ignacio went on to relate "I was 
afraid to destroy it, so I brought it 
back in the house and put it where 
you^ found it. I knew I'd feel bet- 



At 



I hotel where Ignacio was staying. 
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™irty hearing Candalaria 
declared .insane, and committed 
the State asylum near Las Vegas 



"Will niodom please pass the sugar?" 
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CUT-THROATS' HEY-DAY 

A massacre that horrified the world and gave the English North America. 



"-[-•HE flret native-bom American to 
enter recorded history achieved 
his distinction through a massacre 
that horrified all Christendom. Yet 
it is because of the butchery he 
directed that the inhabitants of 
North America today murder the 
English, instead of the Spanish, lan- 
guage. 

Long before any Britisher thought 
of settling at Jamestown, a Spanish 
fleet sailed up the Potomac River 
and dropped anchor within sight of 
the spot where, later, John Smith i:> 
reputed to have first injected Anglo- 
Saxon culture info the Indians. The 
fleet carried a force of Spanish cut- 
throats intent upon adding that part 
of the New World to the Spanish 

Admiral F. Menendez was skilled 
in such matters. His technique had 
never failed. Instead of making war 
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First of all, he 
with gifts, to win the natives' con- 
fidence, and to learn their language, 
so that they could detect any heresy 
among them. Being among the 
heathen, they could not fail to find 
heretics, and they handed the most 
outspoken of these over to Menendez. 

What was then done to the heretics 
made a deep impression on the re- 
maining Indians. Their poor, savage 
brains had never conceived tortures 
so refined. Small bits of victims' 
bodies were slowly— very slowly- 
torn apart. Their screams, and their 
shapeless remains, which still quiv- 
ered with agonised life, made eager 
converts' of the surviving savages. 

The next step was a masterpiece 
of direct logic. When the natives had 



all submitted to the will of Menen- 
dez's God, he revealed that this God, 
now their own God, had appointed 
the King of Spain to rule over them. 
,God had given the King of Spain all 
their lands. They must all become 
slaves of their Spanish masters. To 
resist enslavement was defiance of a 
Divine Decree— it was heresy, and 
they had seen what happened to 
heretics. ^ jMenendez' method had 

On the banks of the Potomac, he 
and his missionaries were welcomed 
with great hospitality. The chieftain 
of the Ajacans sent his own son to 
greet them— a handsome young savage 
who threw the Admiral completely 
off balance by addressing him in 
perfect Spanish. 

The young Indian was so extremely 
charming that he won Menendez' 
affection. The savage explained, with 
naive assurance, that the God of his 
tribe had bestowed the gift of tongues 
upon him. The Spanish missionaries 
quick to inform him that there ■ 
but one God— the God of the 
Spanish, and that his deity was a 
demon out of Hell. 

The young Indian smilingly ac- 
cepted their reproof and "agreed with 
them, which upset the Spaniards, 
But the really important thing is 
that the missionaries, and their de- 
Admiral, themselves believed 
onsense. If they had not be- 
lieved it, no doubt they would have 
looked further into the_.matter. They 
ight have discovered the renegade 
vanish nobleman who lived snugly 
with this Indian tribe, revered by 
■them; and who, from safe cover, was 
observing the conference between the 
"Indians and Spaniards. 

lurse, Menendez knew of the 
'intrigues in Mexico, years earlier, 
that had brought a certain young 
Siobleman into disfavour. In Mexico. 
>en a Spanish nobleman lost favour 
Court, he was thrown into a dun- 
There, in the approved man- 
2 was quietly poisoned, after 
which an honourable burial made 
ieveryone happy— except the dead 
" (obleman. 
This particular Spaniard did not 
rait to be gaoled and poisoned. He 
lad disappeared without a trace, and 
Admiral was to learn, when it 



was too late, that the nobleman did 
not perish in the forests, that he 
penetrated the North American Con- 
tinent as far at the Potomac River, 
where [he Ajacans worshipped him 
as a God. 

The advice he gave to the chief- 
tain's son placed the Spaniards in an 
awkward position. Naturally, they 
'.lid not explain that they had come to 
reduce the Indians to slavery. In- 
stead, they announced that they 
wished (he Ajacan Indians to enjoy 
the blessing of the True Faith. To 
their dismay, the young Indian 
agreed. 

He insisted that his people cer- 
tainly must enjoy these blessings. 
Further, he yearned to convert them 
himself. He was their future ruler. 
As such, he could bring salvation to 
them more effectively than anyone 
else, and he would be in a position 
to enforce obedience to their new 
God. All that he required was proper 
instruction in the Faith. Menendez 
must take him away, to a city of 
Christians, where the High Priests 
of the Spanish could instruct him. 
Then, when he returned, the souls 
of his tribe would be saved, and the 
glory of Spain exalted. 

The missionaries were disappoint- 
ed to defect no heresy. The armed 
eui-lhroats grumbled, as they kicked 
their heels in idleness, and the ex- 
perts in torture were openly dls- 
grunUert. It was awkwurd. hut an 
offer so handsome could not be re- 
jected. 

They consoled themselves with the 
knowledge that their time would 
come. No matter how willingly a 
nation might accept their teachings, 
heretics were sure to appear when 
they were called upon to submit to 
slavery. Then the tongs would 
gradually io.-ir out <.:-(Tenrii;i« tongues; 
then their small pincers would re- 
move, a little by a little, one toe- 
nail after aunlher; then, at last, they 
would proudly demonstrate their de- 
vice for stretching a man till he be- 
came much longer. 

Menendez took a broader view of 
the mailer. That continent, he knew, 
was vast and rich. If this accom- 
plished yoins" Indian were properly 
handled, he could be used to win all 
North America for Spain. 
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So the savage went to Mexico and, 
in a twinkling, he became the Prince 
of Ajacan. In a great cathedral, he 
Was christened Dun Louis, ami was 
accorded royal rank. Because he ■ 
!'«incd with grunt spued, and accept- 
ed dogma without qucsiion. ho ijo 
came the darling of his religious in- 
structor's. Because lie excelled both 
at duelling and at love-making, he 
became a favourite of the Spanish 
nubility. He went to Spain, where 
he was honoured by the Court, 
favoured by the King, and where, in 
return, he engendered numerous off- 
spring without marrying anyone, in 
consequence, everyone agreed that he 
was now fully equipped to instruct 
his people. 

It is doubtful, of course, if the 
young Prince of Ajacan was a sin- 
cere Cbrisliaii. On the oiher \v.avi. 

Cerbiinly he was a liar of some 
prodigality. He set all Spain agog 
with his description of the fourteen 
golden cities of Ajacan, in which 
marble and precious stones were 
sometimes used in building, only be- 
cause pure gold needed strengthen- 
ing. 

With fine disdain, he patronised thv 
H'rjindcs! nobles of the. Spanish Court, 
as he compared their sordid cities 
with the glories of Ajacan. Neither 
Hollywood nor Hearst has been able 
to reach his dizzy heights of brazen 
lying. And he combined an un- 
bridled lust with a fervent religious 
devotion. It is no wonder .that 
riches and titles were showered upon 

When it came to the point of re- 
turning to Ajacan. of taking back to 
his own people the blessings of Span- 
ish culture, the Prince demurred. He 
held back, and he fell into instant 
disfavour at Court. He knew what 
that meant. He knew that it meant 
a dungeon, poison, and death. In 
addition, he knew what to do. Ho 
took to the woods. 

He disappeared from Mexico, but 
not from history. After a few months 
of wandering, in good health and 
high spirits, he reached a French 
settlement in Florida. The chief 
business of these French was to way- 
lay, to rob. and to scuttle. .Spanish 
ships loaded with treasure. 



He knew that the Spanish weivs 
preparing to wipe out this nest of 
pirates. Before long, his old friend, 
Admiral Menendcz. would lead a 
ileet against it, so Don Louis pre- 
tended to be a friend of the French. 
He "jossed them along," and lived 
with them, all the lime spying out 
iheiv fovtihcatioii:-; and she secrets of 
their arsenal. He learned that the 
fort could be taken only if it were 
approached through a treacherou; 
swamp. So he learned all the secrets 
of the swamp. 

As the Spanish fleet approached, 
pressiii!! business called the American 
prince away from the French*. It 
took him aboard Menendez' flag ship. 
On the advice of Don Louis, the 
Spaniards landed a few miles away 
from the fortress and, in the dead of 
night, the Prince led them through 
the swamp. He had even procured 
the keys of the arsenal, and he opened 

What followed was in the best 
traditions of colonial warfare. The 
Spaniards crept on their unarmed 
foes while they were still asleep. 
They cut their throats, they hacked 
oil their heads, they dismembered 
and disembowelled them. They oper- 
ated on the Commander of the fort 
with special zeal hut they spared the 
lovely blonde who shared his bed, 
She stoood. naked and terrified, and 
watched her paramour being hacked 
to pieces. As sword-points dug at 
his eyes, as cutlasses explored his 
entrails, the brave Spaniards forgot 
the erembling courtesan, and she 
fled. 

Blood streaked the floor of every 
dwelling. It streamed from every 
bed, and. of all the French, only three 
men escaped to the woods and re- 

The Prince of Ajacan was a savage 
who. we may assume, would enjoy 
slaughter on that scale. But havint; 
prepared the ground, he let Others 
do the actual lighting. In fact, it wan 
be who escorted the little French 
blonde to the safety of the forests. 
He admired her beauty, and he had 
heard that she possessed a surprising 
variety of enticements. 

Years afterwards she recorded her 
version of the fall of the French 
fortress. She made it embarrassingly 
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while throats were being 
rrison was screaming and 
agonised terror, the Ame- 
errjoying himself very 



He 



n:od to his formes' 



Ltnish .''Ir. 



King of 

ti verting Ajacan to 
was put to him and 

So the American became Outraged 
stion that he was trying 
. - to evade his dutv. He 
_s eager to convert his people. h« 
fajtested. He wanted to sot sail at 
nee. Further, he demanded that a 
gh dignitary of the Church should 
ompany him. to be enthroned in a 
Iden cathedral, in the chiof city 
Ajacan. 

Don Louis' impatient seal fired 
e around him. A Bishop, a man 
reat wealth, was assigned to the 
idition. along with six priests and 



three ambitious novices. They took 
with them the usual armoured cut- 
throats and skilled executioners 

The heathen natives welcomed their 
rrince with wild en ' 'v.isia-in. The\- 
welcomed his friends with affection 
and respect. To be sure, there were 
no fine cities to be seen, no towns of 
any kind— only virgin forests. In 
every other regard, things went 
smoothly. 

Without exception, the people 
agreed to embrace the true faith, on 
their Prince's advice. After they had 
been baptised, they built a tem- 
porary chapel, and the sacraments 
: celebrated without any hint of 



Once 



the 



oldieiM 



kicked their heels 
tinners grumbled 

The Indians provided their 
with everything they needec. 

ever. The Potomac was freezing 
over, the fleet might be trapped. So, 
on the advice of the Bishop, the fleet 
sailed away, to return in the spring 
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with means of dealing with any 
heresy that might develop in the 
meantime. 

, In that moment that the ships, with 
their implements of death and torture, 
had gone beyond recall, the Prince 
of Ajacan spoke again to his people, 
and again ihey obeyed. They stripped 
the priests' huts of all food. They 
removed every axe, every knife, 
every implement by which fuel could 
be cut, or food procured. They left 
the priests to starve— and at the 
mercy of a bitter winter. 

Don Louis possessed none of the 
tools by which civilised Spaniards 
tortured their victims, but he made 
the most of the means at his dis- 
posal. The clerics ate roots and wild 
berries; they shivered in constant 
misery; they saw ears, noses, fingers 
and toes freeze and mortify. 

When they were at the point of 
death, the Prince relented. The tribe 
prepared a feast. With a great show 
of repentence, they placed the food 
before the starving men. Overcome, 
the Bishop burst into tears of grati- 
tude. He stood up to remove the 
curse he had pronounced on them. 
As his fingers were raised, faltering- 
ly, the Indians seized him. They 
seized the priests. They seized the 
novices— except one, who had found 
a friend in the forest, and was no 
longer of the clerical party. 

I am not permitted to describe 
the revolt im? munitions the savages 
inflicted. They dealt with the mis- 
sionaries one at a time. They worked 
slowly, in the approved Spanish 
fashion, while the- horrified Bishop 
was compelled to look on. The 
Prince, too, looked on. He had re- 
turned to savagery but now he wore 
a smile of bored am 1.1 semen:., learned 
from Spanish Grandees, when they 
watched the torture of heretics. 

All this was recorded, in revolting 
detail, by the novice who escaped, He 
escaped because that renegate Span- 
iard, who had taught the Prince so 
much, was still living among the 
Ajacan Indians; and because the boy 
had golden hair, a pure soprano voice, 
and was strangely complaisant. The 
moment the party landed, the old 
rogue had noticed the fresh cheeks 
and blue eyes of the novice, Even 
while the chapel was being built, he 



got a message to the boy, and reached 
an understanding. The two were to- 
gether, safe in the woods, while the 
massacre proceeded. 

In the spring, the Spanish fleet re- 
turned to claim Ajacan; but, in all 
the wild forest, only two human be- 
ings were to be found. Don Louis 
had led his tribe across the Blue 
Ridged Mountains to a new home. 
There remained, to greet Menendez, 
only the sweet-voiced novice and the 
aging Spanish reprobate. 

The Admiral recognised the bitter 
old rogue, and he realised then that 
he had lost his bid for North America 
because, throughout, he had con- 
tended against an adversary he could 

Still, the renegade was a nobleman. 
As such, his rightful place was at 
Menendez table, and the decayed 
gentleman took his place. After all 
those years in the wilderness, he still 
displayed the graceful charm of a 
Grandee, His manners were flaw- 
less, as Menuudex iilacet! wine on the 
table. And then, deftly, unseen by 
the Admiral, he reversed the glasses, 
Menendez died quickly, without any 

P Many years were to pass before the 
famous John Smith, because of his 
white skin and the bad reputations 
white skins had among the Indians, 
was at the sacrificial rite, about to 
lose his life, when Pocahontas, with 
an unaccountably feminine streak, 
dashed forward to save the brave 
man's Ufa. , 

And it was from that action that 
the Redskins learned that all whitish 
men aren't out to enslave them. They 
accepted Smith. 

They began to get an understanding 
that the British weren't slavedealevs. 
murderers and rapists. They began 
to give the white man room. 

The cynic may say that if the white 
man hadn't been given room he'd 
have taken it. He may say that the 
Indians lost their prairies anyway. 
But they didn't lose their rights as 
human beings. * 

The difference has made North 
America a BritishSsn caking, instead 
of a Latin land— a difference the im- 
portance of which cannot be over- 
estimated in assessing the world posi- 



U CAVALCADE, September, 1943 




CAVALCADE, September. 1948 75 




»(. CAVALCADE. September. 1948 



MEDICINE 

ON THE MARCH 



"4^ 




IT has been found that mettadon, 
potent new synthetic substitute, for 
morphine, which has recently come 
on the market, can cause addiction or 
drug hahit, just as morphine itself 



PROSPECTS lor cure of lymphoid 
tumors, which are a kind of can- 
cer, by X-ray treatment. are brlylrt. 
The X-ray treatment ia said to shrink 
the tumor, relieve pain, and if the 
disease is in the early stages, can 

VERTIGO, a dizziness resulting fre- 
quently from disease of the middle 
ear or organic brain disease, has been 
relieved by the use of streptomycin, 
the mold chemical which has proved 
a valuable remedy for many infec- 



GERMS from the sea may become 
future weapons against cancer. It 
has been found that cancer-causing 
petroleum hydrocarbons are among 
the chemicals which marine bacteria 
can decompose. Experiments are now 
being carried out. 



with heparin, may prove helpful in 
treating niomk' radiation sickness and 
certain blood disorders. Experiments 
have not yet been completed. 

BACITRACIN, one of the new anti- 
germ chemicals of the penicillin 
class, will soon be on the market. 
Bacitracin was used at first to treat 
surface infections hy local applica- 
tion, but has now been purified so 
that it can be safely given by injec- 
tion in cases where the infection has 
spread beyond the local area and is 
involving the body generally. 

GERMS of athlete's foot and various 
other fungi and parasitic yeasts 
which cause disease in man, were 
knocked out with tomatin, a new 
addition to the family of antibiotics, 
made by pressing juice from leaves 
and stems of the tomato plant. 

BACITRACIN, a germ taken from a 
badly infected leg wound, yields 
a disease -fighting chemical effective 
against boils, carbuncles, styes and 



ing of asthma -afflicted persons, has 
been reported by Dr. Milton M. Hart- 
man of San Francisco. The sedative 
effect of the drug, and its ability to 
check wheezing, shortness of breath 
and coughing enables the patient to 
get a good night's sleep. 



a dangerous preparation in the 
hands of untrained persons. No popu- 
larly used vitamin D preparation is 
safe from producing kidney damage, 
calcium deposits and other toxic 
symptoms unless the substance is 
given under medical supervision. 



CAVALCADE, September, 1948 87 




mxsj op "sxia a/aramae, @ocbv»w) panaa 





WHEN THE BISHOP'S WIFE. 

COMES HOME LATE FOE A. 
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TEN NEGROES 
AND GOLD DUST 



They unwillingly started 
a profitable export trade. 

Prince Henry the Navigator, one 
■ of the outstanding sailors of all 
time, was cruising along the At- 
lantic coast of Africa in the hot 
summer of 1442 when one of his 
officers, Antoin Gonsalves, cap- 
tured some Moors, much to 
Henry's displeasure. Ordered to 
return them to their people Gon- 
salves did so with bad grace, hut 
the Moors, in turn, presented him 
with some gold dust and ten 
Negro slaves. 

That incident started the Negro 
slave trade, and soon Negroes 
were being shipped to Spain and 
Portugal in large numbers. Later 
when Nicolas de Ovando went 
to Haiti as Governor, he was in- 
structed to "protect" the Indian 
natives. And so, Negroes were 
shipped across the Atlantic as 
slaves. Actually, this "protection" 
of the Haitians was due to the 
protests of the Bishop of Chiafa. 
It was he, in fact, who suggested 
that every Spaniard in' "Ha in 
should be permitted to import a 
dozen Negro slaves. The good 
Bishop later admitted that his 
idea was not sound. The natives 
of Haiti were still oppressed, and 
the treatment of the Negroes was 
even worse. But it was too late 




to turn back, and the Emperor 
pharles granted one of his Flem- 
ish favour Hps allusive right 
to sell 4000 Negroes annually in 
Haiti, Cuba, Jamaica and Porto 
Rico. The favourite wisely sold 
the right to Genoese merchants 
for 25,000 ducats for every 
European country was now en- 
tering the trade with vigour. 
Strangely enough, out of the 
agony and misery of slave trad- 
ing, there arose one good de- 
velopment . . . life assurance. 
Masters of ships would insure 
their cargo, and though it was 
only incidental that the cargo 
was composed of human beings, 
from this grew the idea of as- 
suring the lives of the ships' 
crews, and in turn, the lives of 
all free men for the security of 
themselves and their dependants. 
Today, three million Australians 
have voluntarily joined together 
m Life Assurance. And they not 
only protect their future welfare 
they bring immediate benefits to 
themselves and to all other Aus- 
tralians. For their savings, in- 
vested to earn future benefits for 
all policy holders, also make life 
better for everyone today by 
financing the development of 
nationally important works to the 
tune of £350,000,000. 



M CAVALCADE. September, 1948 




CAVALCADE, September, 1948 95 




ilfi CAVALCADE, September, IMS 



0i 




PENCILS 

Famous through the 
years for sterling crafts- 
manship and heaiity, 
Evereharp is still the 
most wanted brand of 
propelling pencil. 

Exclusive Features 



•k RIFLED FEED TRACK, 
Knife edges INSIDE the 
pencil lip atop lead wobbling, 
turning or. falling out. 

* AUTOMATIC RELEASE. 
Leads are stored re arty for 
quiek release as you need 
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Sparkling beneath a wintry sun, the snowy mantle of the 
Highlands transforms an already lovely landscape into a 
picture of unbelievable beauty. Crisp sunlight bathes vast 
snowtields and purple mountain slopes . . . brisk wine-like 
air sharpens your appreciation of the loveliness that sur- 
rounds you. Twelve days In scenic coach comfort show you 
quaint historic villages, mellowed ruins, glorious seascapes 
of beach and cliff, the gentle mildness of the sunny east 
coast, snow-capped mountain and placid lake. Your Coach 
Captain is your courteous guide ... to Tasmania, the 
Wonderland. 

BOOK EARLY' BOOK NOW! 

Pioneer Snowtlme_ Tours depart regularly from Launceston 
reached by Ansett Douglas airliner from your nearest 
capital city. 



neer fours 



BMU692I Sydney B0532 Brisbane E5EI0 
C2GI4 Hobarf 7470 Laurcceston 1760 
Canberra F390 
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Good news for 
sufferers from 



IRREGULARITY 
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Here's a natural 
* LAXATIVE * HEALTH FOOD 
* BLOOD TONIC 



Your health depends on what 
you eat — -every day. To-day's 
soft, mushy, over conked 
foods often lack the vital 
bulk your system needs for 
regular elimination. Kel- 
logg's All - Bran supplies 
smooth -acting bulk which 
helris rrerjiire internal wastes 
for easy, gentle and natural 
elimination ... no medicines 
needed. 

Health Food 

Made from the vital outer 
layers of wheat, Kellogg's, 
All-Bran brings you more 
protective food elements 
than whole wheat itself: Kel- 
logg's All-Bran is actually 
richer in iron than spinach 



— and it is a natural source 
of Vitamins B, for the 
nerves, B, for the eyes. Cal- 
cium for the teeth, Phos- 
phorus for the bones and 
Niacin for the skin. It not 
only relieves constipation 
but builds you up day by 
day at the same time. 

Delicious Thti Way 

Kellogg's All-Bran has a. 
tasty toasted, nutty flavour. 
You may prefer to eat it 
sprinkled over your favour- 
ite breakfast cereal or 
straight out of the packet 
with sliced fruit, milk and 
sugar. Ask for Kellogg's 
All-Bran to-day. Sold at all 
grocers. 




ALL-BRAN* 

■RatftUrid Trod* Mark. 
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It 



;lght fUHLones to a hiile 



★ FRANK SARAO 



EDDIE stood under the big clock, 
ft' waiting for the feeling to take 
hold of ;.ir- agajD. It was slow in 
coming. All aruur.d him were people 
gjho had con-.e beck, and they were 
Bod to bo back, and you co;ild ;e*> 
Biey were glad. Maybe the difference 
between those peopic and Eddie was 
that they knew where they were go- 
Kg. They had come back to sorae- 

) Kddie drifted. There were no old 
pmiliar faces. Even the language 
led different after the slew speech 



of the Queensland outback. Eddie 
boarded a tram for the city. 

In the tram it was better. Two 
men in front of him were talking over 
Saturday's races. It seemed a percen- 
tage of favourites had won, so that 
the talk was not bitter. Eddie had 
not read the papers. Now he learned 
that Sea Challenge had fallen, broken 
a leg, been destroyed. The horse had 
heen a rising five-year-old. Eddie 
remembered it only as a green two- 
year- old that ran wild in the back 
stretches. He had ridden it the same 
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day he had ridden War Monarch. And 
after War Monarch there had been 
no more rides for Eddie, not for two 
years and maybe never. 

Then a hand was Said on. Eddie's 
shoulder. He turned and looked into 
the face of the man behind him, see- 
ing crooked teeth and a crooked 
smile. The voice said, "You're Eddie 
Lambert, aren't you?" 

"Yair," Eddie said, waiting for it. 

"Well, what d'you know? Dirty 
Eddie," the big man said to his face. 
"I'm a friend of Steen's. He'll be 
glad to know you're back." 

"I'll bet he will," Eddie twisted 
around in the seat and said, "And you 
can tell him, nix. No dice. The hell 
with Steen." 

The man laughed, and said, "Righto, 
I'll tell him that." 

Eddie left the tram and went down 
the street tff the lobby of the cheap 
hotel. They had kept a room for him. 
He went up to the room and unpacked 
his grip and lay on the bed. He was 
home. There was no feeling to it. 
Strange voices, a strange city, two 
men talking on a tram, a man who 
recognised his face, a shabby roam in 
a cheap hotel. Eddie wondered if he 
had done the right thing in coming 
back. Maybe you could never come 

In the morning Eddie went out to 
the track. Fog lay over the downs. 
The horse went suddenly into the fog 
and came suddenly out of it. A few 
of the old hands nodded at Eddie, 
and edged away to grab an arm and 
nod again. They looked at Eddie but 
none of them spnke to him until Blcs- 
doe came over and said, "What d'you 
think of that one?" 

They were watching a well-built 
bay trying to kill his rider. He look- 
ed like succeeding. 

"What do you want me to think?" 
Eddie asked Blesdoe. 

"That's Grand Eagle," the trainer 
said. "You'd make a good pair. I'd 
trust him just about as far as I'd trust 

' "He needs a strong hand," Eddie 

"A strong boot would be hatter, in 
both cases," Blesdoe said. "Don't ex- 
pect me to say I'm glad to see you 
back. Carl Vider wants to see you. ' 

Eddie watched them try to handle 



the bay. When they had stopped 
trying he left the track and took u 
tram to Viders place. He got off tho 
tram and walked down a street of old- 
fashioned houses. 

Eddie had no need to count tho 
numbers down the street. Ho 
knew Vider's house. The passing of 
two years had not changed it much. 
The walls were more in need of u 
fresh coat of paint than ever, the 
columns fronting the stone verandah 
were still weathered grey, the garden 
was the same wild tangle. Eddie was 
glad nothing had changed. Now he 
knew where he was heading. 

The gate creaked. Eddie closed it 
and went up the steps to the verandah 
where a young setter lay asleep on 
the mat in front of the door. The 
dog opened one eye, stretched the 
muscles of his near front leg, yawned, 
and brushed the stone floor with his 
tail. Eddie reached over him to find 
the bell. 

The door was opened by a young 
girl, who wore her soft black hair 
in heavy braids over her shoulders. 
She was good to look at, and she had 
a fine warm smile. Eddie had been 
roughing the dog. Now he came erect 
and faced the girl, wondering if she 
would remember him, how she would 
remember him. 

"Eddie," she said. "TAdie Lam- 
bert. We have 'Welcome' written on 
our doormat, but Pledge is always 
lying on it." 

Eddie said, "Thanks, June." 

"Come in," Vider's daughter said. 
"Dad's in his usual haunt on the back 
verandah. You remember the way, 
don't you?" 

"I know the way," he told her. 
"You've grown a lot, June. I hardly 
recognised you." 

"Well, Eddie, you haven't changed 
a bit. Or have you?" 

"You never know, June," Eddie 
said. He walked ahead of her through 
the hall and the games room to the 
sun porch out back of the house. 
There Vider sat relaxed in a deck 
chair, the old setter bitch at his feet. 
Beyond the porch was another tangle 
of garden. Two years had not changed 
anything,, except maybe Eddie. 

Vider took Eddie's hand and shool; 
it, held it a moment and looked at 
the palm. "Glad to see you, Eddie," 
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he said, releasing the hand. "Pull ny 
a chair and sit down." He watched 
Eddie bring the chair and settle in it. 

"Glad to see you've been working," 
Vider went on, "I was afraid the lay. 
off might have made you just thai 
much smarter than you used to bo. 
and that was too smart, Eddie." 

Eddie brought out tobacco ami 
papers and started to roll a cigar- 
ette. Having something to do with 
his hands made him feel more at 
ease. "Yes, I've been working, Car], 
Up in Queensland. Around horses, 
I've been a rouseabout on pretty 
near every station north of the line, 
breaking 'em in when they were any 
to break in, the rest of the time do- 
ing anything that came my way. I'm 
fit, as good as ever, and right down 
to weight." 

"Yes, you look fit," Vider said. 
"And how smart are you these days?" 

Eddie let the question stay in the 
air a while. He finished making the 
cigarette and lit it, flicked the match 
over the porch rail. "I pulled a lot 
of stuff, Carl. You know that. I 
was very smart. So they didn't mess 
about when they got me. They put 
me out for two years. Now I'm 
thirty-five, and for all the stuff I 
pulled, the back of my pants is still 
pretty thin. I know there won't be 
another chance." 
"Check," said Vider. 
"Whafve you got for me, Carl?" 
"Well, I need you for Grand Eagle. 
Fractious. Blesdoe has him set for 
the mile at Headquarters, but there's 
talk of barring him, I still think all 
he needs is the right man on top,"' 
Eddie grinned at Vider. "Fractious 
is a mild word, Carl. I was out 
watching them ride work this morn- 
ing. But 3 think he can be handled. 
Kind of a last chance for both of us." 

"That's right," Vider said. "Well, 
you see Blesdoe in the morning. He 
hates your 'liver and lights for what 
you did to War Monarch, but I 
think he'll give you a fair go. God 
help^you if you pull my stuff on 

"God help me," Eddie agreed with 
him, "Thanks. Carl." 

Eddie saw Blesdoe in the morning. 
They did not shake hands. The 
trainer put him up on Grand Eagle. 
"Make your own work," he told 
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Eddie. "Then bring him around and 
we'll try him at the barrier." 

They were working on the course 
proper that morning, running into a 
fresh wind that carried the smell of 
broken turf, and a little of the sea. 
It was a good mixture. Eddie took 
the Eagle along quietly for the first 
two, under a tight rein. 

When he gave some rein, the Eagle 
tried to holt with it. Eddie used 
hands and knees to keep the pace as 
he wanted it. Then they went around 
the turn, and the Eagle ran off the 
course and Eddie fought him away 
from' the fence into the straight. 
"Now, Eagle," Eddie said, and gave 
him his head a little. They ran out 
a fast two before Eddie again re- 
minded the horse who was master. 

They had no trouble with him at 
the barrier stalls. Blesdoe said, "All 
right, so far. I'm keeping my fingers 
crossed for Saturday. Then he'll 
probably drop you and kick you clear 
over the running rail." 

"Yair," Eddie said. "You're keeping 
your fingers crossed, but on whose 

Blesdoe, looking at the jocky, who 
had stripped War Monarch, said, 
"I'll give you three guesses." 

Saturday was a suburban meeting, 
with Grand Eagle and eleven others 
fighting it out over a mile. Not a 
big meeting or an important meet- 
ing, c.-iivpl in Eddie and Grand Eagle. 
Blesdoe kept his fingers crossed. 

The Eagle was like a lamb in the 
saddling paddoek. The parade over, 
they went out on to the track. This 
was a tense peiiod for Eddie. Then 
someone down near the roils \nvh<: 
the tension, shouting. "Dirty Eddie. 
Eddie the Dog," and the Eagle trior! 
to bolt. Eddie held him. Now that it 
was broken, it was all right. He took 
the Eagle around the course to the 
stalls, circled him behind them until 
the field was ready, and brought him 

"Behave now. Don't make me have 
to get tough with you," Eddie told 
him. There were two playing up on 
the outside. Eagle had drawn num- 
ber three. Eddie let him back out 
from the Stall and walk around behind 
until the field was quiet again. 

"Get htm in. Lambert.'' 



Eddie took him on slowly. Then 
the barrier rose and they ran. 

Lying fifth, Eddie found the Eagle 
wanting to bore out. He moved him 
away from the rail, and let him work 
out through the spread field. They 
lay fourth at the first turn, where 
they dropped back a long way as 
Eddie fought to keep the Eagle on 

In the straight the field came back 
to them until they were running third, 
but wide out. Eddie felt the power 
of tho great driven muscles under 
him. It was like that. The people 
who first saw man and horse to- 
gether and thought they were one 
had not been far wrong. But on the 
turn at the back of (lie course they 
were man and horse again, and this 
time -there was no ground lost, no 
dropping back. 

The Eagle moved up on the leaders. 
Eddie did not have to light him 
around ihe home turn. Then, in the 
straight, Eddie said, "Now, Eagle." 
They ran out clear of the field. Bles- 
doe could uncross his fingers. The 
judge did not need a photo to name 
the winner. 

There were a few cheers as Eddie 
rode back to scale. The three horses 
stood in line. Pasco e, in second 
place an Blue Riband, said, "Nice 
comeback, Eddie. Something good 
you've got under you. They had him 
discounted, but not any more, pal." 

Blesdoe looked like the man who 
has found a tenner in the street and 
suspects it is counterfeit. There was 
no bank Blesdoe could go to for a 
cheque on Eddie. Vider had not come 
out to the track, but his daughter 
was there with Blesdoe. 

"You never know," June Vider 
said, smiling at Eddie. 

That was Saturday. Eddie knew on 
the Wednesday following. He was 
staying at a small hotel in the city. 
When he came back from riding work 
on the Wednesday morning, they were 
waiting for him in the hotel lobby. 
Steen and the jockey, Pascoe. 

Pascoe and the bland Steen, who 
said, "Well, Eddie. My old friend, 
Eddie. Long time no see." 

"It might be better if we went 
upstairs." Pascoe suggested. "This is 
no place to talk." 
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They went up to Eddie's room 
Eddie sat on the only chair. Pascoe 
stood. Steen lounged on the bed. 

Steen looked around the room 
There was not much of it to look 
around. He sneered at the room 
Eddie watched him. "All right," 
Eddie said. "It's no suite at the Aus- 
tralia. Let's get that settled and hear 
what you want." 

"Want, Eddie? Me? Do I want 
anything, Al?" he asked Pascoe 

"Not that I know of," Pascoe an- 
swered him. "Unless that Packard 
of yours is outdated, and you want 

"No," Steen said, "the Packard is 
all right. No, I don't want anything, 
Ed. Unless it's to see an old friend of 
mine get on. Say, an old friend who's 
had the bad breaks lately. I'd want 
to help anyone like that." 

"Name two friends you've ever 
helped, Steen?" Eddie asked him. 

"In fact, name two friends," Pascoe 
added, grinning. 

Steen grinned with him. "You boys 
are certainly hard on me. Still that's 
the way it always is. Try to help 
blokes and they begin to suspect you 
sling off at you. It's hard being a 
Samaritan." 
Pascoe, the straight man, said, 
That's funny. I always thought you 
were a Baptist," and Steen and Pas- 
coe laughed at that together. 

"Refugees from vaudeville," Eddie 
told them. "No wonder it's dead." 
The smiles did not live long on their 
faces. Now they would come around 
to business. 

"Yes, Eddie, it troubles me to find 
a friend of mine living in a place 
like this. Particularly such an old 
friend. And it makes me glad to be 
in a position to help you, Ed." Steen 
the Samaritan. 

"How much would this help run 
to?" Eddie asked him. 

"Three thousand," Pascoe said 
quickly. 

"Five thousand," Steen amended 
This is Eddie we're talking to. Our 
fr |™- , Five grand for our friend." 

.i25 at ' E big mone y>" Eddie said. 
. tJ^5 big °P era tion," Steen 

told him "We're very keen to see 
Blue Riband win that race on Satur- 
day, probably more keen than the 
owner and the trainer and all his 



other connections put together." 

"Well, Til have to think about it " 
Eddie said. "I can't promise any- 
thing. The Eagle is a hard one to 
hold back." 

Steen rose from the bed and looked 
at Eddie. "Yes, I know that, Ed 
And, if anyone can hold him, you 
can. I trust you, pal." 
"Yair, we trust you," Pascoe added. 
Five thousand will buy a nice little 
country hut where you can relax 
and let your weight build up to a 
good round figure. See you, Ed." 

When they had gone, Ed lay down 
on the bed and closed his eyes. He 
felt one hundred and tlurty-five years 
old, and very tired. 

Closing his eyes was, maybe, a mis- 
take, because when you haven't any- 
thing to look at you start seeing 
things that aren't there. 

Ed. started seeing things he'd seen 
before, that too many other peor-Je 
had seen; things he didn't want to see 
*&xn. He saw War Monarch, that 
all the trouble had been about War 
Monarch looked a long way away— 
Ed. saw him through two years on 
every station in Queensland, through 
horses and men and girls and lonely 
roads and lonelier nights. 

There was a hell of a lot crowding 
ketweei, Ed. and War Monarch-such 
a lot that the horse seemed very dis- 
tant. You wouldn't think the others 
would remember that clearly But 
they never forgot. 

It was funny that these boys had 
given you a cheer once: they forgot, 
iney had borrowed fivers from you 
and forgotten that, too. But they 
didn t forget War Monarch. 

Ed. remembered someone down 
near the rails breaking the tension 
by shouting "Dirty Eddie!" They 
shouted, "Eddie the Dog!" Well, it 
was easy to shout dirty names when 
you were in a crowd— easier than 
listening to them when you were 
horseback high and everyone knew 
who you meant. There was a link 
between War Monarch and the 
shout ... a Jink with Blesdoe's 
daughter June, too; she'd changed, 
grown, hut hadn't forgotten. It might 
have been easier for June to forgot 
if everybody else had forgotten-or 
at least had pretended not to re- 
member. 
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June had ghanged for the better. 
What June remembered might even 
p ass __ s he was at an age where she was 
growing out of things and growing 
into other things: but it was sheer hell 
that Steen remembered. 

Steen was bound to remember— he 
hadn't said so, but it was Steen's 
memory that prompted his visit. 

Eddie was entitled to resent the 
visit. Or was he? Men like Steen 
had to be careful who they ap- 
proached with their propositions. 
You couldn't talk that way about 
five thousand to anybody you met on 
a corner. But Steen felt he could 
talk to Eddie. If there'd been reason 
he coil Id always have come back at 
Eddie. He could have said, "You 
didn't feel like that about War Mon- 
arch—Dirty Eddie!" 

He could have, and Eddie could 
have had a fight on his hands then. 
But he hadn't said it, and Eddie had 
just sent him away. But he couldn't 
send away the tired feeling he got 

He lay remembering for quite a 
while. 

Some of the tiredness had worn off 
by three-fifteen in the afternoon, 
Rsturdav. Blesdoe put Eddie up on 
Grand Eagle, while Vider and his 
daughter stood by and watched. 

"You never know,' Eddie said to 
June "Vider. It was wearing thin, 
but this was the last time. After 
this, she would know. 

The band started playing. Eddie 
paraded Grand Eagle and then they 
went out on to the track. There were 
shouts, but Eddie did not hear them. 
He let the Eagle run freely around 
to the stalls, where the field would 
I start. Parts of the race had already 
been run, in Eddie's mind. The rest 
was a matter of luck and judgement. 
He had the judgement 

Also some of the luck, since Grand 
Eagle had been drawn wide out. 
Blue Riband would start close to the 
rails. Between them .were a lot of 
other chances, Eddie wondered how 
many of these chances Steen had 
tried to square. But there were not 
many like Paseoe. Only Pascoe and 
Dirty Eddie, 

The Eagle - stood quietly in his 
stall at the barrier. So quietly that 
he almost unseated Eddie when he 



113 CAVALCADE, September, 194B 




CAVALCADE, September, 1948 US 



, , ■" \ 1 ■ > ■' LMi MORE 

— — "^^^K^^^f ^\ 10,1 ? 9 rollEd t 9old r 

With rolled gold^ap 60/9 

^ Al^ all SiaiionBrs. / j&f W "' lh Blerling B ' lvBt Cap 5 ^/3 

Mm MENTMORE AUTO-FLOW 

ifcflP^ '"ith solid 1.4 ct. gold nib tipped with osmi- 
, /2SBF iridium for easy flowing, satin smooth 

MENTMORE 

FOUNTAIN PENS 



1H CAVALCADE, September, 1943 



reared and tried to climb the strands. 
Eddie brought him down, let him 
back out of the stall, and walked 
him around. The steward moved 
across but did not interfere. The 
Eagle came back into line. 

The barrier rose and the bell rang 
and the field moved out like a rolling 
wave across the green turf. Then 
ne wave broke, and out of it came 
wo front runners, with Blue Riband 
| nd tI Gl ' and Easle third and 

Muffled as distant thunder, the 
public address system matched their 
progress past the seven. "And now 
Legend has moved away from The 
Saint, with a length to Blue Riband 
a length and a half to Grand Eagle, 
one coming up on the outside of 
Grand Eagle is Narcissus, followed 
by Dane, Mohund, Lustrous, three 
hunched together there, three [pm'ilv; 
further back is Gallant, second last 
at this stage The Drummer, and the 
last is Slowly. Now, coming to the 

Coming to the six The Saint dropped 
away suddenly, leaving Legend, Blue 
Eiband and Grand Eagle, witli Nar- 
cissus boring in on him a little. 
Eddie drew in enough rein to let 
Narcissus go by, and they went to 
the five with the Eagle still in check 
Mohand coming on the inside of him. 
Mohand and the Eagle pegging level. 
Pascoe in front riding a confident race 
on Blue Riband, Pascoe and a lot of 
money driving Blue Riband. 

"Legend still has a slight lead over 
Blue Eiband as they come to the half- 
mile post, with Mohand coming 
at these two on the inside, a length 
back Narcissus, and on the outside 
of him Grand Eagle." 

And now, with the muffled thunder 
and the beat of hooves, came the 
new sound, growing. By excitement 
out of thirty thousand mouths, this 
sound was born. Eddie took the 
Eagle past Narcissus, and they chased 
L Mohand. 

I "With two furlongs to go, Legend 
Lis tiring and now Blue Riband has 
a slight lead over him, half a length 
to Mohand, closely followed by Grand 
[ Eagle, a length to Narcissus Lustrous 
Dana." 

With the crowd roar no louder than 



the blood pounding in his ears, Eddie 
took the Eagle around the turn into 
the straight, past a dying Legend, 
level with Mohand, the two of them 
gaining on Blue Riband. 

"At the furlong there are three of 
them together. Grand Eagle, Blue 
Riband, Mohan, with Narcissus a long 
way back fourth." 

At the furlong Pascoe drew his 
whip and slashed it back across 
Eddie's face, and Eddie took the 
Eagle out front and kept him there 
until they had crossed the line. 

The crowd's roar faded. Eddie 
stnupwl (I,,: (]i;.ht of the Eagle and 
turned him and brought him back to 

Eddie's bruised lips grinned at 
Pascoe. A live grand grin, and more 
to follow. Eddie knew Steen. He 
knew all about Steen. None of the 
things lie knew about Steen weiv 
pretty. 

They took Eddie down, and Bles- 
doe was the first to shake his hand. 
Then Vider shook it, and after Vider. 
June. She did not say, "Now we 
know." She looked at the mark 
across Eddie's lips and said nothing. 

It was Blesdoe who said, "You're 
all right, Eddie." 

It had been a good race, and now 
it was over.. There were other races. 
When these were also over, it was 
time to go home. They went to 
Vider's place to celebrate the win. 
Then Eddie was tired enough to wel- 
come June's offer to drive him into 
the city. 

The ride had not tired Eddie. There 
are many ways a man can be tired 
Outside the hotel June said, 
"Thanks, Eddie. Dad's getting old. 
Winning; today meant a lot to him." 
k "Goodnight, June," Eddie said ta 



a lot t< 



Winning the race had meant a lot to 
Eddie, too. It had wiped out a few 
of the debts he had owed to the 
past. It had cost him the best part of 
fivf thousand. 

He turned away from Vider's girl, 
and went through the doors to the 
lobby, and up the stairs to his room 
where he guessed he would find out 
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s the win would cost but maybe Steen will disregard 
that." 

"Blesdoe?" Eddie said. 
"Ha heard about Steen trying the 
fix You didn't let Blesdoe and Vider 
down, so they aren't letting you 
down, either." 

Eddie said nothing. Two years 
back he had ruined War Monarch, 
owned by Vider, trained by Blesdoe. 
They had given him another chance, 
and today he had played the game 
straight all the way. 

Beside the five grand, he had ex- 
pected the win to cost him a heatin;; 
at the hands of Steen and his friends. 
Now it did not look that way. 
The man standing at the window 
said. "Here they come. That's Steen's 
car just pulled in across the street." 

"How many?" the one on the bed 
asked him. 
"Looks like Steen and two." 
"Good enough." the man on the 
chair said. "I guess we'll go down 
and meet them." 

Eddie said, "Thanks. I wish I was 
big enough to handle this myself." 

"Then you'd be too big to kick them 
home, Eddie. You just manage thai 
part of it, and we'll manage this." 

They went out of the room, and thn 
fear Eddie had felt went with them. 
He was really past the post, now. 



After all, this was no lily-livered 
bargain between clerks: it was an 
agreement a man was supposed to 
honour; and the struggle withm 
Eddie's heart was not likely to be 
Of interest to Steen. It was, perhaps, 
a spiritual struggle: you or I might 
think of it as such; Steen wouldn t 
know the meaning of the word. 

But Eddie had that on his own. He 
had struck a bargain, and he had 
revised it in his mind— a democratic 
privilege that Vider and his eiii 
would never know about, that Steen 
just wouldn't understand. 
Steen was not a good loser. 
There were three of them in his 
room. They were big men. They did 
not look the right kind of big men, 

Two were on the bed and one on 
the chair in Eddie's room. He weni in 
and closed the door behind him. This 

"Relax," one of the two on the bed 
told him. "We're three other guys. 
Sit down and relax," He got up and 
went to the window. The one on 
the chair was also watching out the 
window. 

Eddie sat on the bed. The third 
man said, "Blesdoe sent us. He also 
sent word to Steen to lay off you. 
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C COVER: It's the "Lady from 
S:i. -i-.gha" herself— and that, to our 
discerning renders, means lovely Rita 
Hayworth Chosen recently as .imor.j; 
Hollywood's five most glamorous, her 
miMSUivrneriK were ; '.uLkr-i up ug.i.nst 
Venus do Milo. Rita-5 feet 5 ins. 
tall, bust 3S wai^t 26. hips 35. Venus— 
S feet 4 ins. tall, bus'. 34%. waist 28'->. 
hips 36. 

• BETTER? You'll find the odd sur- 
prise in this issue of CAVALCADH. 
Last issue, with the new type, you 
had more reading tirae in your 
stories. Now you have mure features. 
Eight extra photographic pages with 
n<;w. exi'lusiV!' ;mi';-;j st >vy, <:ti J v.i'y 
more full-colour plates to introduce 
further interest and variety. Like 
that? Wei'., we rather thought you 
would . . . 

• MILLS; Damon Mills is an ex-sol- 
dier who owns public tennis courts and 
makes his expenses out of thorn. But 
his mistress is authorship, and his 
stories have rapidly won him a repu- 
tation. "Honour or Death— or Death," 
this issue, will give you an idea why. 

Rarely does Damon turn to factual 
writing, but research he did for his- 
torical stories put some thoughts in 
his way— hence "Mighty Moppets", 
this issue. 

Not often do fact and fiction from, 
the same pen appear cheek by jowl. 
We offer you both from Mills as a 
matter of interest. 



little, animal, but it's got somethim; 
the mouse hasn't. It's a good job for 
Mervyn Andrews he didn't have u 
lady with him when he struck the 
"furred invasion" in the Mallee coun- 
try! 

O DOLLARS: CAVALCADE goes 
places. A copy we know of reached 
the U.S.A., and the lucky guy who 
got it was so impressed by the housing 
plan that he wrote back. He wants 
more dope on it from W. Watson 
Sharp, so that he can build an Aus- 
tralian home on his range. He'll pay 
in dollars, too. 

• SICK OR SILLY? It's an old 
question. Ever since ancient times 
mental illness has inspired fear and 
distrust in people. Today some people 
know better, but very few could ans- 
wer the questions dealt with by Kath- 
erine Pastorius in this issue. 

It is a thoughtful and thought-pro- 
voking article with the widest appli- 
cation—and one that should allay 
many senseless fears. 

• STRIP STORY: "The Bishop's 
Wife" is hi fine film which adds to 
the pleasing variety of CAVAL- 
CADE'S fine film strip stories. These 
are becoming increasingly popular, 
according to readers. CAVALCADE 
is pleased to tell that in the next issue 
the famous "Miracle of the Bells" 
will be the strip story, presenting at 
one time an illustrated condensation 
of a famous hook and a preview of a 
particularly good film. 
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